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Around Town. 


My Dzar Don,—I have a grievance and would like to have 
it aired, and don’t know anyone who is better capable of 


airing it than yourself. 
Let me preface my story with a few remarks. I am a 


Sunday School teacher and a member of the good old 
English Church, I am not a Canadian. You will probably 
guess my nationality before I get through. 

In the end of March a family moved from this town to 
Toronto. Two girls, aged sixteen and fourteen, had been 
for four or five years most regular members of my Sunday 
School class. They promised me they would keep up their 
regularity when in the city. 

After they had been there some six weeks, I had a letter 
from one of the girls according to promise, telling me they 
had become members of Sunday School and attended that 
Church, but they did not care much for the Sunday 
School. I wrote back, of course, and couns.lled patience. 
City people were harder to know than country people, etc. 

Tnis evening I had a call from one of the sisters. (She is 
visiting in town.) Of course I made erquiries about her 
teacher and fellow-pupils. Imagine my surprise when she 
told me that since she entered the class not one of the other 
girls had even said “good-day” to her. The first day 
Bibles were one short, and she shared one with another 
girl. My old.pupil asked the place and the other pointed 
with her finger, would not condescend to open her mouth. 

Their annual Sunday Schoo! picnic took place last week, 
this girl would not go. ‘‘ Knew no one, would have ao 


fun.” 
The other sister had a like experience in another class, 


and has stopped attending. 

Iam no lover of dissenters, but I must say I don’t think 
either girl would have been so treated by them. 

Now, I believe both teachers and pupils are greatly to 
blame in this case. The teacher and the other girls carry 
on animated conversations with each other, but this poor 
country mouse is cold-shouldered by everyone. 

I don’t think I could be chased out of our church by 
neglect or anything else, but lots of people can be and are. 

Would you mind giving teachers and pupils a raking in 
Satcrvay Nicut? It would do good. If not in this cise 
there are others, but please do not mention names or 
places. 

The incident related by my correspondent in 
the above letter is without doubt descriptive 
of the experience of the majority of outsiders 
who endeavor to find comfort and social help- 
fulness in a fashionable city church. I am 
entirely in accord with the friend who writes 
me that Anglicanism is much more prone 
than Methodism to cold-shoulder the outsider. 
If the coldness of the Anglican church, the 
exclusiveness which makes it so ‘‘ genteel,” the 
alleged respectability does not find time to 
receive with politeness, not to mention cordi- 
ality, those who would fain participate in its 
ministrations, it must be distanced by the 
organizations which even if they have less 
solidity have the knack of welcoming out- 
siders and making them feel at home. My 
correspondent has so well presented the case 
that nothing more need be said. Surely Chris- 
tianity, no matter what name a church may 
take on, is something more than a sccial club. 
Are the poor little visitors to be so rudely 
elbowed out of the circle? Are society rules to 
have such a firm hold that those who do not 
come within theradius of social acceptance must 
live in an atmosphere not less frigid than that 
surrounding the north pole? Because we do not 
know people, if we esteem the truths which 
Christ taught we must assist them, not elbow 
them into infidelity or into a seeking after 
warmith elsewhere. Church work both for 
teacher and pupil, whether the teacher be the 
rector or the Sunday school superintendent, 
means hunting for those delicate chords of the 
human heart which when piously touched give 
forth such a harmonious response. If we elbow 
people away from us, if we strive to maintain 
social distinctions in God’s house or in the 
annex which we call the Sunday school room, 
we may maintain those false distinctions con- 
ducive to exclusiveness but we cannot fulfill 
the mission appointed unto those who care for 
souls other than their own. Nor can it be 
imagined that anyone impressed by the 
solemnity of the great issue between eternal 
death and eternal life can for a moment forget 
his or her duty towards all those with whom 
he or she comes in contact. 

* * 

Dgar Dox,—I want you to please write your opinion 
upon one thing that I shall suggest. It is upon ‘‘men 
who are honorable and straight in every business transac- 
tion,” but who deliberately win the affections and love cf 
women, maid or widow as the case may be, tell them that 
they are so fond of them, love them better than the whole 
world beside and do this for years, but never say ‘‘ marry 
me.” The woman has laid the whole wealth of her love at 
his feet, and possibly cannot learn to love another, as this 
man is her ideal and is truly lovable, only he loves himself 
best and is afraid to move out of the groove he has been 
running in for years. I write of men from thirty-five to 
forty-five years of age, for it is they who get into a groove, 
and not younger men. Some men, actually, after giving 
the woman every hope and cause to think that she will be 
his wife,tells her one day that he does not intend to marry, 
or will vruelly say that he will marry a young wife, tho’ 
she who has been receiving his attention is fresh, blooming 
and yonng enough to have learnt to love this coward with 

heart and coul. Do, dear Don, write what you think about 
sach men, and please respect my confidence. 

I sympathize with the writer of this letter, 
yet I have written so much on this line that it 
seems scarcely possible to say anything new 
with regard to a man who has not mind enough 
to know either what he desires or needs. I 
often wonder what kind of a woman it 
is who “lays the whole wealth of her love” 
at the feet of such an indefinite creature as 
the tardy lover, Still more I wonder how 
little versed she must be in human craft who 
fails to land the fish who nibbles so long at the 
bait. Of course I know that so old a fish gets 
very cunning; he knows nearly all the arti- 
fices of the angler. Yet a woman must know 
that this cunning bas not been acquired with- 
outa great deal of experience. Perhaps she 
has taught him part of his craft, yet he must 
have learned much in other schools. If within 
the first six months she could not bring him to 
time and induce him to announce himself, she 
should have known that he was enjoying him- 
self at her expense. There are many men who 
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have a strange code of morals. Some of them 
deem it proper to gratify their passionsin a 
most illegitimate way, yet hold themselves 
blameless if a good woman be not the victim. 
Yet this same man will dally with the affec- 
tions of a pure woman, and, turned about by 
every wind of fancy, wreck the lives of a dozen 
while not contributing to the happiness of one, 
They change their mind so often, put on such 
an easy conscience and adopt such indefinite 
habits of thought that there really ceases to be 
eny tie, any bond, any obligation holding them 
to the procedure recognized by honorable 
suitors. When they are old and blase 
and suspicious of all men and all women who 
have had any opportunity to see the world and 
know its ways, they suddenly determine to 
marry a young girl with an idea of bringing 
her up to please themselves. As a rule the 
young girl is not their companion ; it is impos- 
sible for May and December to mate. The old 
and suspicious husband lectures his young 
wife, and while he fain would teach, in nine 
cases out of ten he degrades his pupil while 
deluging her with suspicions and tainting her 
pure mind by the recital of examples such as 
she would not have heard of had he not 
sought to frighten her by the profundity of his 
knowledge of sin. The young and receptive 
mind takes in all these things, and the woman 
learns to think that the world is wicked and 


that the vile experience her husband has 
passed through is not too bad for her to have 
a share of. 


* . 
* * 


Experience is a good thing, yet to be valu- 
able to two people they should learn the lesson 
together or at least in similar schools. The 
one who knows too much of evil shows, with- 
out teaching the mind of the one who listens 
and learns, that such evil things exist and 
are alluring. The old rascal who marries 
the young girl reaps his harvest of woe 
by suspecting the things such soiled imagi- 
nations suggest. Unless he be very wise 
and self-possessed he suggests intrigue and 
criminality when he seeks to warn and guide 
the young life, the bloom of which is ruined by 
the touch of his fevered hand. Mutual confi- 
dence is almost impossible ; companionship be- 
tween the pure and the impure is unnatural ; 
a common joyousness is impossible to those 
whose experiences differ. It is thus that fate 
revenges itself upon these old “flirts,” so- 
called men, who toy with the affections of a 
girl, hang about her after she has become a 
woman, destroy her chances of marriage dur- 
ing those few years when a woman is sought 
after, and leave her desolate, humiliated and 
forlorn, after her companions begin to stigma- 
tize her as an ‘“‘old maid.” If I were a woman 
I frankly admit that I would never marry. I 
know men so well that I distrust them, Even 
the sweetest-tempered and most lovable of 


them are not good enough for a good woman. 
Yet I know it is no use to talk thus to those 
whose hearts long for the companionship of a 
stronger nature, those whose maternal in- 
stincts demand the fulfillment of life’s mission. 
No doubt the natural thing is the wisest, the 
best thing for a woman to do, and it is natural 
for her to love and to desire to be beloved. Yet 
the happinessof the experience depends largely 
upon how willing one may be to sacrifice her- 
self for another. The same self-sacrifice 
in the every-day life of a single woman, the 
same devotion brings as great if not a greater 
reward. Toa woman who has loved long and 
has found her idol made of clay, it is easy to 
say that it is better to make this discovery be- 
fore marriage than afterwards, One would be 
perfectly safe in saying that the discovery will 
be made some time. To the great army of the 
unloved, to the army almost as great of those 
who think they have been loved and have 
loved intensely, to those “who hope to be loved 
and to become the idol of a man’s life, let me 
say that ones own loving and not the passion 
which is professed or even felt by another is 
the secret of abiding in the bliss of love’s 
heaven. 
oe 

The other day I went out to visit the coun- 
try-side in which I was born. In all the wide 
worlc there is no little road so sweetly quiet, 


SECRETS. 


so lovgly, so perfect in its rural and rolling 
landscape as that through which the road runs 
along which I first toddled to the old blue 
school house on the hill. A little girl, the 
favorite of my childhood, the only love of my 
youth, the sweetheart of adolescence, my wife 
to-dav and the mother of my bairns, links me 
to the familiar scene and makes it the 
cradle of all my early hopes and hap- 
piness. On a Sunday evening when 
the warm July air was made mellow with 
the light of a harvest moon, I drove along the 
familiar road and noted how the fences had 
beén moved, the pasture lands had become 
heavy with ripening grain; how the trees 
which were but saplings when I was but half 
grown had thickened intoaforest. I saw with 
sorrow where the old land marks had been cut 
down because the shadow and dampnees had 
overcome the taste of the farmer, and pine and 
poplar, spruce and ash had been chopped away 
that the sun might shine in the unshuttered 
windows of the farm Louses. I could see again 
the bright hues of the rag carpet, the broken 
back of the photograph album and ‘the misty 
faces looking out of its pages on the stiff chairs 
and the unsightly stove in the front parlor. 
There too stood the old church with its defec- 
tive masonry, its cracked walls and unwashed 
windows. Nestling close beside it is the grave- 
yard, but it is not like some country graveyards, 
ill-kept and weedy. The well shaven sod and 
the green grass wrap themselves about the 
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graves like the mantle of love which refuses to 
see the last resting place of the dead made 
hideous by the evidences of the forgetfulness 
of those who live and have forgotten those 
they loved. And right close by is the 
weather-beaten little house in which I 
was born. The old red gate is replaced 
by an unpainted one but the barnis unchanged, 
and without entering it I can picture the hay- 
mow and can see the stalls of Dick and Tom, 
and the stable where old Spot used to stand. 
The walls cannot hide the shabby old rooms, 
the stove, the steep staircase, the attic bed- 
room and the little window against which the 
boughs of the app'e trce while swinging in the 
wind, used to beat. There, too, is the orchard. 
It is nearly thirty years since I gathered the 
fruit from the trees that are now knotted and 
knarled, yet I could find in the darkest night 
the branches beneath which the harvest apples 
used to drop, the old Sheep-Nose tree, the 
Rhode Island Greenings, the Tallman Sweets, 
the Limerick Russets, the Northern Spies and 
the King of Tompkins county. How well dol 
remember the little bridge over which the 
buggy rattles—not the old, old buggy with the 
Concord springs of long ago—but one with the 
same locse spokes, the same rattling shafts, 
and the same muddy box and the well worn 
buffalo robe to gather about one’s knees when 
the dew begins to fall. The little clump of 


brush has all disappeared from the roadside, a 
barb-wire fence replaces the old stake-and- 
rider crook, but over there is the old blue 
pump, the rotting and well patched trough ! 
They were new when I sai@ good-bye to the 
farm. The white paint has been washed 
from the neighbor’s house, the old red 
drive barn now looks gray and dingy in the 
moonlight ; the short green corn waves in the 
same field where we cut the only shade tree 
one night on a coon-hunt. A welcome sight 
thou peaceful fields, and good-bye. As I have 
said good-bye to the boys that wandered with 
me over the grassy or grain-clad fields, good- 
bye! Unthinking you rest beneath the harvest 
moon, and unthoughtful amidst scenes upon 
which shines the same round moon I toil un- 
hopeful of the simple happiness that comes 
not to those who feel no more the pressure of 
the arms that once pressed him to a mother’s 


breast. 
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statutory force, must have experienced an em- 
phatic pang when reading on Monday morning 
of the ungodly doings in the Queen’s Park the 
previous afternoor. But their first thought no 
doubt was a speculation as to how and where 
the legal machinery for enacting holiness 
could best apply in this emergency. This 
ebullition of popular feeling afforded them no 
instruction—conveyed no intimation of the 
unwisdom of penning thousands of idle men 
into narrow limits where they so act that re- 
pressive by-laws are necessary, but which they 
resentas unjust. After all these years of en- 
forced sanctity one day in seven, the time 
seems to have arrived when the natural incli- 
nation of the multitude demands some 
allowance. Of course before greater liber- 
ality is shown towards the people more 
coercion is almost sure to be applied. In the 
opinion of the mysterious mind or group of 
minds from which our blue laws emanate, it 
would be better to close up the Queen’s Park 
or fill it with soldiers who could tickle every- 
one with a bayonet who failed to sit down on 
the grass with hands folded like children play- 
ing button, than to let street cars coax the 
noisy ones away from the city. They would 
prefer the quiet preserved by the bayonet to 
the noise produced by a Sunday car. It is an 
evil thing to propose that John Smith, a street 
car man, should work on the Sabbath day, but 
John Smith, the constable, or John Smith, the 
soldier, can work. The street car shall not 
run, but let the patrol wagon fly. It is a 
singular fact that those who believe this to be 
a saintly city and aim to keep it so, are fight- 
ing for complete victory or utter defeat. They 
give no quarter,and when they get under are 
likely to receive less consideration than their 
good intentions and proper aims would 
otherwise entitle them to. Whatever may 
next transpire, the authorities cannot afford 
to let the park become a Sunday battle 
ground for rowdies. A by-law passed by the 
City Council must not be in effect repealed by 
a lot of roughs drawn up in serried array about 
a stone pile—a crowd that cares no more for 
free speech than it does for the secrets of the 
pyramids. What a senseless thing a crowd is ! 
Here the frequenters of the park had mobbed 
the preachers and made them flee with rattling 
knees down the side streets until they felt like 
mild imitations of the martyred Stephen. The 
authorities then forbade the preachers to fur- 
ther provoke the people, and the crowd at once 
resented this interference of authority, mobbed 
the police with greater vim than they had the 
fakirs on previous Sabbaths and clamored for 
the return of the preachers, some of whom 
their own violence had banished. In the mob 
the by-law finds: 

Many enemies that know not 

Why they are so, but like to village curs 

Bark when their fellows do. 

And Mayor Clarke who rashly ventured his 
conspicuous figure into view of the uneasy 
multitude, seems to have had his dignity 
considerably ruffled. No doubt he went there 
with some indefinite idea of being lionized as 
the purifier of the public breathing space. If 
he had used a little diplomacy and hired some 
strong-lunged acquaintance to propose three 
cheers for him, he might have been the darling 
of the hour, so little a thing does it require to 
shape the purpose of a crowd. But he ne- 
glected this cheap precaution and was crowded 
from the park—being fortunately guarded by 
police—while in his ears sounded the horrid 
din of a multitude’s displeasure. When he 
regained his breath at a safe distance from his 
enemies, brushed the dust from his clothes and 
glistening tile and threw away the soiled ruins 
of his bouquet, he had gained much hurried ex- 
perience of the human family. He must have 
thought—and since I have taken the chill 
plunge into poetry I may as well drown myself 
in it—something after the manner of that other 
famous personage who in bitterness of spirit 
viewed a mob: 

Who o’er the herd would wish to reign, 
Fantastic, fickle, fierce and vain ! 
Vain as the leaf upon the stream, 
And fickle as a changeful dream. 

There is value in other liberties than that of 
free speech. But to style the new park by-law 
an attack on the principle of free speech is a 
mistake unless one understands that precious 
principle as meaning only the right to make 
speeches freely without incurring the expense 
of hiring a hall or advertising for an audience, 
Nor can it properly be called free speech in 
this literal sense, for the inevitable col- 
lection taken up by the speaker robs it of that 
refuge. In this city of more than two 
hundred thousand souls,only one hundred or so 
are interfered with by that by-law. These are 
men and women who are tormented with 
missions—wo men overtaken with years and 
matrimonial and social failures, and a conse- 
quent conviction that life is hollow and of no 
account—men with meagre brains and an 
inverse armament of lung power, who, after 
proving sad tools in earthly affairs, do extrava- 
gant service to Christianity as though trying to 
accomplish something by contriving a pertner- 
ship with the Almighty. The man with a 
mission seldom owns a connection with a 
regular church, but aims to raise a new voice 
in the wilderness directing people to a particul- 
arly choice heaven and—being we!l up in the 
geography and geology of the eternal realms— 
warning them away from a material and care- 
fully described hell, As for me, I experienced 
no feeling of anger on learning that my rightt o 
orate in the public parksor wherever else I coul 
ambush myfellowson the Sabbath had been legis 
lated away. In fact, the change brought a sense 
of relief. The man with a mission has been 
chasing me about for years; dodging out of 
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doorways with a wishy-washy tract in hand ; 

driving me from the parks under penalty of 

hearing and seeing him; following me to the 

docks with his wild exhortations and pursuing 

my tired flight to the Island. He has stopped 

me on the street to convince me of the folly of 

smoking, and always rang in an illogical argu- 

ment for teetotalism. Sometimes he represents 
himself as an old drinker, and I gather that 
remorse makes him thus eloquent and earnest 

between sprees, using me as a sort of salve 
for his conscience. At other times he repre- 
sents himself as one who never tasted any sort of 
liquor, never used tobacco nor profanelanguage, 
nor stole anything, nor committed murder, nor 
possessed any other fault or weakness such as 
men have and angels are tempted with. Iam 
tired of both sorts of evangelists. It is humil- 
iating to come in contact with the holy one, 
and it is aggravating to be lectured by the 
remorseful one. The tyranny of the man who 
is tormented with a mission cannot end too 
soon for my comfort. 

* 

It seems to me that too many p2ople make a 
sublime faith their chiefest agony on earth as 
though, dissatisfied with the atonement, they 
feel obliged to do lifelong penance for their 
quota of the original sin, or some more recent 
outrage. On the average this life is fairly com- 
fortable, but there are sufficient troubles in it 
without mixing wormwood with our spiritual 
beverage. Between taxes and headache, busi- 
ness embarrassments and influenza, dunners 
and other diseases, a man’s religion requires to 
be of acheerful strain. But we all know how 
the lugubrious brother abounds, he who for 
ever fears and trembles in presence of a God of 
Wrath and at family worship reads the des- 
truction of Sodom and Gomorrah as a lesson; 
whose children must go to church though they 
go in rags, and if visibly mortified by the jeers 
of companions are roundly chided for having a 
vain spirit and are reminded that the Son of Man 
had not where tolay his head. He takes fervent 
pleasure in making his family social martyrs for 
religion's sake, and would reconcile his children 
to open beggary by quoting the glorious result 
achieved by Lazarus and his ultimate advan- 
tage over Dives. When the hay that should 
have been gathered in on Monday or Tuesday 
is destroyed by a long-threatened rain on Wed- 
nesday, he droops his head in submission to 
God's will and thumbs over the book of Job. 
As his financial affairs b:come more mixed he 
takes counsel in prayer, allows his daughters 
to enter service in the kitchens of strangers, 
parts with every household comfort and bows 
to the chastening rod. In the majority of cases 
the man’s indolent mismanagement of affairs 
is the source of all his trouble, for he miscon- 
ceives his earthly duties. To my mind the 
first obligation upon living creatures is to 
appreciate God’s gift of life and use it to the 
very best advantage. Being resident on this 
matter of fact globe, a man owes som2thing to 
himselt and to the rast of us. He owes it to 
us to maintain himself and all belonging 
to him without becoming a public charge ; 
he owes it to himself to pull away if 
he can from the vicinity of poverty. The 
Creator has many tim2s shown sympathy with 
the poor but has not imposed negligent pover- 
ty as an essential to divine favor. That aman 
is a complete failure on earth constitutes no 
absolute guarantee that he will be a superior 
seraph inthe world to come, andI imagine 
that the man who through his own failings 
increases the world's poverty and adds to the 
number of its paup2rs, cannot die without sin, 
however well he may have observed the ten 
commandments. Parent of poverty, which be- 
gets misery and crime, his skirts are not clear. 
I think many will disagree with this, for I 
know vast numbers who, to reconcile their 
beliefs with their practices, must disagree with 
this; men who seem to spend every moment of 
their lives looking star-ward, and cannot find 
time to discharge the obligations of human 
honesty. They look up so inveterately that 
they stumble into everybody's debt and re- 
ligiously refrain from looking down long 
enough to guide their feet into the paths of 


solvency. 
* 


The needy artist referred toin these columns 
last week seems for years to have been ina 
chronic condition of extreme want. A number 
of gentlemen have sent in letters and cards, 
saying that they have been operated upon in 
the same way, and one encloses a letter received 
three months ago, which reads word for word 
with that published. Another received the 
identical letter three years ago. In every case 
those approached are among the best people in 
town, who eitber pursue ert or encourage it 
and might be supposed to come down hand- 
somely when the rescue of an unfortunate 
genius might admit them toa glorious partner- 
ship in his ultimate fame. It really seems that 
for three years at least this mysterious English 
artist, with a wife and fourteen children—on 
referring again to the letter I tind that the 
children are but seven, which shows the 
moderation of the writer who could have mag- 
nified his tale of woe by pretending to have 
fourteen little artists depending upon him— 
it seems that this unfortunate man has 
been periodically threatening to demean 
himself by digging roads to escape the torture 
of his sensitive feelings. Ah, what heroism is 
developed by adversity! For three years at 
least, in some unpretentious abode, he has had 
a lady's portrait—life-size, eight feet high— 
waiting for a few master touches that will put 
him and his far beyond the reach of want, 
but alas! his genius pines for lack of paints, 
For three years most of his regular patrons 
have been out of town on vacation and he has 
been in sheer desperation with not a cent in 
the house, and no idea where a bite of food 
could be had to postpone starvation. This 
would be very sad were it not that it is practic- 
ally impossible for even an artist to subsist 
three years without provisions. That he is a 
fraud making periodical raids upon kind- 
hearted people, cannot longer be doubted. He 
is an impostor and should no longer meet the 
least success with his schemes. ZEKE 

* 

The peculiar significance of the phrase “ Little, 
but Ob! my!” is illustrated by the first feeling 
we Canadians have on reading American 
reviews of Canada and the Canadian Question. 
We are neither angered nor insulted by the 
shocked disapproval of American journalists, 


We feel quite calm about the “ poison that is in 
the Canadian mind”—as the Atlantic Monthly 
puts it—and we are quite unwilling to rob the 
Americans of any pleasant, thank-God-we-are- 
not-as-they-are sensation they may receive by 
looking at things through Prof. Goldwin 
Smith’s microscopic eyes. ‘‘When I was a 
little, and a tiny boy,” to quote the bard, L was 
a virtuous youth, and learned my catechism, 
and recited with great gusto the fact that I 
was a child of wrath, and other virtuous 
youths of another persuasion may have 
glibly reeled off the statement that they 
were heirs of hell and other unpleasant things, 
without being much affected either ; and Can- 
adians feel as cheerful as do the good little boys 
over their alleged wickedness. All is right if 
heart and conscience are right, ’tis said,and our 
consciences are clear. As the little boy in 
John Ward, Preacher, played at ‘roaring in 
hell,” we read the platitudes and moralizations 
of the American press, and for a brief space 
enjoy the delightful “Little, but O! my ” sen- 
sation, and for a minute or two play at being 
politically the wickedes* nation on earth. 


* * 

They have been having a tercible time in New 
York during the last ten days. A'l the long- 
haired men and short-haired women and new- 
fledged class orators and Mrs. Grundys have 
been using up pints of ink and reams of paper 
writing tothe press. The Society for the Sup- 
pression of Vic2 has been importuned, but as 
Anthony Comstock has gone fishing it is power- 
less as an oyster. For noncommittal on- 
lookers dog days have been enlivened by a 
pair of bare legs, man’s legs, O sedate matron ! 
It seems that a German garter peddler, by 
name of Ralbe, has been in the haovit of illus- 
trating the peculiar excellences of his wares 
upon his own person. Tae girters which he 
sells are particularly adapted for men and 
clasp just below the knee and above the calf 
and hold the sock—which on these hot days 
is so prone to get down about the ankle—by 
means of a descending strap. Ralbs has been 
in the habit of showing the appliance in opera 
tion by parading Broadway with his trowsers 
cut off at the knee. This has been going on 
for months, and all went well until a 
week ago Wednesday when a good old 
lady and her adolescent nephew saw the 
spectacle and decided that they were shocked. 
They went to the Society for the Preven- 
tion of Vice, but Comstock, as I have said, 
was away and had left a young lady in 
charge. Of course it would have been indeli- 
cate for a young lady to meddle with an affair 
of a man’s legs, so the good dame was obligei 
to lay the case before the public through the 
medium of the New York press, with the 
results above described. The letter writers 
are divided into factions and]many of their 
effusions are amusing. Oae purporting to be 
from a factory girl and signed Lulu, takes the 
advanced view of woman’s rights, She claims 
that ifamanhas a right to advertisehis waresin 
the way Ralbe has done, a woman has too, and 
could also sell many more garters. She 
laments the injustice of authorities who allow 
Ralbe to go at large, but who would jug ber in 
the Tombs if she used similar means of attract- 
ing attention. Another letter, evidently in 
earnest, is from a widow who says she has two 
daughters, aged respectively fifteen and eleven, 
and cannot allow them to walk down Broad- 
way lest they should see Ralbe and have their 
virtue undermined. Anthony Comstock has 
not returned to town yet and the factions 
are still warring until he comes home and 
settles matters. 


* 
* + 


Incidents like the above serve to show what 
a number of people there are in the world who 
are considered tools, but who are only narrow- 
minded. The good lady referred to, who is 
fearful for her daughter’s virtue, is a representa- 
tive of avery large class, but she carries her 
principles further than most. Most ladies of her 
class confine themselves to prohibiting George 
Eliot’s novels from their daughters’ book 
shelves. If a girl be at all wilful she may 
read the books on the sly, and they have for 
her an artificial immorality, and the purpose 
of the author to purify and elevate the human 
race is utterly defeated. Had it not been for 
Mrs. Grundy we would have 4 healthier and 
purer literature in our book stores to-day. 
The human mind, naturally chafing under 
restraint, resents the fact that all books 
treating of ‘‘ the forbidden subject ” are denied 
it, andin breaking loose from restraint em- 
braces all books on the “subject,” without 
idea of good or evil, thinking ali evil 
creates a market for it. If readers had 
always a sense of the seventh commandment’s 
proper color in the woof of life, what a litera- 
ture of glorious crystal modern literature would 
be. 


* +* 


There is an annoying misapprehension as to 
the Metropolitan Electric Railway in the 
minds of citizens at present. This has been 
caused by the zeal and enterprise of a few 
Deer Park old women, who have personal 
grudges against the directors of the road. 
Some of these ‘‘fakirs,” prope-ly called, 
got hold of one or two clever Toronto 
journalists and sowed some seeds of untruth, 
or, what is worse, partial truth, and these 
journalists, to whom the district over which 
the road runs and its affairs are quite un- 
known, have written articles which tend to 
heighten the misapprehension. These Deer 
Park gentlemen also took the trouble to fuke 
up a petition which by liberal misrepresentation 
they got signed by a number of honest men. 
The principal cry seems to be that a T rail 
would obstruct traffic, a palp sble untruth as all 
whoare interested enough totake a ride over the 
road may see. The electric cars every day run 
from the old light track on to the T rail, and the 
height is exactly the same, the only wonderful 
thing about a T rail being that the greater 
part of it is sunk beneath the road and is not 
so easily affected by frost or the weight of 
the great cars. 


The faked up petition aforesaid asked that 
the tracks be run in the middle of the road, 
but as the greater part of the line within the 
city limite—less than a quarter of a mile—ruas 
on a steep and peculiarly shaped hill, it would 
ruin traffic in earnest to change it from its 
present position, There is fifty yards of road 
on which the line runs, which has houses on 


either side, but surely the residents are unwill- 
fng to force the Metropolitan Ratlway to run 
horse cars and fill theirrooms with dust. While 
the city continues toshow the inclination to play 
the obstructionist part that it has in the 
past, citizens cannot hope to get one through 
fare to the cemetery, which privilege I believe 
thé Metropolitan directors are ready and even 
anxious to grant. They have many interests in 
the northern suburbs besides an electric railway 
and will not b3 slow to seize any opportunity 
to facilitate the influx of citizens into their 
district. TOUCHSTONE. 





Social and Personal. 


Mr. E, E, Sheppard of Sarurvay Nieut and 
family are on the ocean, en route for Autwerp. 
They secured passage on the Belgian steamer 
Noorjland, Mrs. Sheppard and family intend 
making a long stay in Germany, but Mr. Shep- 
pard expects to return to Toronto in a few 
weeks, 





* 

Among the arrivals at Port Sandfield are 
Major and Mrs. Clark and niece, New York, 
Mrs. Craig and daughters, Rochester, Mrs. J. 
C. Smith, Miss Todd, Mrs, James Carruthers, 
Mrs. A. B. Campboll, Mrs. McWilliams and 
family, Mrs. Geo. S. Homestead and daughter. 


A most delightful dance took place at the 
new ball-room of the Prospect House on Wed- 
nesday. 


* 
Mr. D. R. Wilkie has gone to Beaumaris, 
Muskoka, where his family are spending the 


summer, 
* 


Mr. and Mrs. Stephen Sewell have returned 
from Oakville. 


Mr. J. S. McMurray and a party composed of 
General Noble, Minister of the Interior, Wash- 
ington, American Consul Pope, and Messrs. C. 
J. Campbell, A. M. Cosby, and A. M. Dodge, 
have gone to Penetang. They will for a tim> 
be the guests of Mr. Dodge and contemplate a 
pleasant trip on his handsome steam yacht, 
the Skylark. 


* 

Mr. Frank Arnoldi sailed from New York on 
Wednesday fora trip to the Old Country. He 
intends visiting London. Dublin and Elin- 
burgh, and returning to this city about the 
middle of September. 


oe 

A very pretty wedding took place at Whitby, 
July 21, when Mr. Robert Kimbal Orr, B.A., 
barrister-at-law, was united in marriage to 
Miss Dora Johnston. Mr. Orr is at present the 
principal of the Niagara High School, south. 
The bride is the sister of Mrs. Albert Singer 
of Yonge street north, and the bridegroom 
youngest brother of Mr. W. HK. Orr of Bloor 
street east. The bride’s presents were hand- 
some and costly. The happy couple left for the 
east and intend spending part of the honey- 
moon among the White Mountains and in 
visiting p'aces of interest along the Atlantic 


seaboard. 
7 


Miss Tessie Cummings has just returned 
from Bobcaygeon, where she has been enj vying 
the cool breez2s for a couple of months. 

* 


Mrs. McIntosh, Winnipeg, sister of Sir James 
Grant, Ottawa, and Miss Shaw, Chatham, are 
visiting Mrs. R. H. Cosbie, 24 Rose Ave. 

* 


Mr. Sims, of Londoa and Lancashire Insur- 
ance Co., and wife, leave lst August, for Mus- 
koka for a few weeks’ holiday. 

cd 


Mrs. Frances J. Moore, London’s favorite 
pianiste, has been visiting Mrs. Harrison of 
Gloucester street and Mrs. McKeand of John 
street for the pist fortnight. 

o 


List of arrivals at the Iroquois House, St. 
Hilaire, P.Q.: Mrs, Howard, Mr. T. Harris and 
wife, Mr. and Mes. H. R. Ives and family, Mr. 
J. L. Morin, Mr. A. T. Rhodes, Mr. John J. 
Arnton, Mr, W. G. Arnton, Miss Arnton, Mrs. 
S:urgeon, Mrs. and Miss D. Minogue, Mrs. 
Louis Davis, Mr. A, J. Therioet, Mr. C, T. Hart, 
Mr. R. Y. Hsbden, Mr. H. H. Henshaw, Mr. 
and Mrs. C. J. Caisholm, Miss Chisholm, Miss 
Thomas. the Misses A. and L. Major, Mr. G. R. 
Lightbound, Mr. T. Mismer, Mr. E. Husser, 
M+. Keneth Ashworth, Mr. W. B. Chapman, 
Mr. W. E. Price, Mrs. and Miss Buhur, M-s, 
McPherson, Mr. T. McBride, Mr. P. W. M. Mc- 
Lagan, Mr. C. Garth, Mr. Armitage Rhodes, 
Mr, John E. Logan, Mr. C. Drinkwater, Mr. 
Justice and Mrs, Wurtell, Miss Estelle O'Brien, 
Mrs. Moore, Mr, Peterson, Mr. J. Carron, Mr. 
D. McEntyre, Mr. J. B. Abbott, Mr. F. May, 
Me. D. A. Starr, Mr. C. Lane, Mr. C. Howard, 
Mr. G. R. Hooper, Mr, T, Labatt and wife, Mr. 
J.T. Allan, Mr. F. Armstrong, Mr, Pangman 
of Montreal, Mr. J. Freeman of New Z saland, 
Mr. R E. Kimber, Mr. S. Rondeau, Mr. F. W. 
Avery of Ottawa, Miss R. W. Simons of Bos- 
ton, Mass., Mr. W. Macfarlane of New York, 
Mr. E. F. and Mrs. Green of Twickenham, Eng. 


or 
The Misses Coles of Glen road enteftained 
a few young people last Thursday evening. 


Among those who left on the Cibola last 
Saturday to attend the hop at the Queen’s 
Royal, Niagara, was a pleasant little party of 
young people who were joined by some New 
York friends and on Sunday visited the Falls. 
Among them were Mrs. Wilbur and Miss 
Hotchkiss of New York, Miss King, Miss 
Jones, Messrs. J. Stanton King, Parkhurst 
Hopkins, Jerrold Hotchkiss, Dr, Fred Capon 


and others. 
a 


Mrs, Irving Cameron, Master and Miss 
Cameron left on Wednesday for a summer so- 
journ at Waubeshene, 

os 


Mr. A. L, Branchand of the Bank of Montreal 
has gone for a trip on the Rideau, 


Mr, Wm. Carmichael Hynds, M.A., principal 
of the Oxford school, Baltimore, is spending a 
few weeks with his brother, Mr, R, W. Hynds, 
183 College street, 


se 
Mr. R. B. Ferrie, Bank of Montreal, is at 
Lake Joseph, Muskoka, for the holidays. 


Mrs. Morison and family and Miss Simpson 
of Spadina avenue are summering at the Hotel 
Chautauqua, Niagara-on-the-Lake. 


Mr. A. J. Hollyer, Bank of Montreal, is at 
Penetang. 


‘Mary R. ‘Preistman of Baltimore, who are 





McGaw 


Booksellers, 





Miss E. Busba of Elgin, IIl., is spending a 
few weeks with Mrs. William Jones of Indian 
road, High Park. 

Mrs, Geo. Gamble, Miss Nettie Gamble, Mrs, 


Pearson, Miss Culverwell, Miss Selby and Rev. 
P. L. Spencer are the guests of Mr. and Mrs 


Blachford, White Star Cottage, Mazongsh | Kid-Filfing Silk Gloves from 50e, 
MOUSQUITAIRE GLOVES 


In all lengths and all the newest shades 

touring through Canada, reached Toronto last — 

Monday. They spent several days visiting We are clearing out 4 lot of : 

places of interest and receiving the visits of | Glace Gloves at Greatly Reduced Prices 

relatives and friends. On Wednesday evening ; 

ee ene en them at her | Gent’s Driving and Walking Gloves 
. Misses and Children’s Gloves in 


Great Variety 


comme Maewscn vines "| Davis Kid Glove Store 


Special £ale of Gloves During 
July and August 


Mr. and Mrs, Robert Fusselbaugh and Miss 


There was great fun at the Long Pond, Cen- 
ter Island, both among the spectators of and 
participants in the Island Aquatic Association 
sports last Saturday. If a hearty laugh is R. & G. CORSETS, IN ALL COLORS 
better than a doctor's prescription, then a good A epedial line in summer co $1.95. 


many fat fees are owing Messrs Murray, Rolph, 
etc., for their friends had many a hilarious 


moment while witnessing the programme so : 
ably carried out on and in the water. 
Mr. C. Molson and Mr. W. McCulloch of 8 a 
Molson’s Bank are away on their summer 
11 and 13 King St. East, Toronto 


holidays. 


* 
Mr. E. R. Hill and Mrs, Hill are holiday mak- 
ing in Muskoka, 


Archdeacon and Mrs, Boddy are visiting 
their daughter, Mrs. Tapham, in Penang, N.Y. OWHERE else in To- 
, ronto will you find such 

a handsome selection 

of high grade Pianos 

as in our warerooms. 

We offer our customers 

the choice of : 


Mr, Sam Graham of Molson’s Bank is enjoy- 
ing his vacation. 


Mrs. J. R. Robertson and Miss Holland are 
at Old Orchard Beach, Maine. 


Mrs. R. B. Hamilton is summering at 
Orillia. ri 


Messrs. Harry Powell and Carleton Davies 
are camping near Peterborough. 





STECK, 
BEHR Bros., T 


(New York)  ) 
Herr Friedewald of the Ingres-Coutellier | 
Schools has gone to New York for a month’s 
holiday. 


DUNHAM, : - PIANOS. 
SOHMER, e 
KNABE, 





The Summer Outing. Baltimore 

Never be deluded into going ona trip with 
only the traditional handbag pure and simple, 
Take the handbag, by all means; it is most 
useful in its true place ; and if it is one of the 
newer cloth-s'ded ones, by sewing a piece of 
strong inch-wide elastic across oae inner side 
and dividing it at short intervals, with a few vited. 
firm stitches, also diviaing the usual shallow 
pockets (at least in halves) in the same manner, 
you have the first essential principles of a proper 
dressing-bag, as good for your use as one of the 
most expensive ones. he compartments so 
easily made will hold all the bottles and 
boxes needed for the toilet and medicinal 
purposes. But take a well filled trunk with 
you beside this, that you may ae the luxury 
of a complete change of toilet after a day’s 
tramp, as well as some of the smaller necessi- 


ties of civilized life. If you intend to seek ’ 
some rural retreat far away from the traveled 
road. provide a bottle of ammonia, one of J a- 


maica ginger in case a sudden chill should 
render a stimulant necessary, and whatever 
simple remedies you may be in the habit of 


using. A private supply of chocolate, tea and 
Liebig’s beef extract will also be of service. A 
few yards of netting, sufficient to tack over the 


windows to keep out flies and mosquitoes, 
may prove a boon for which some readers 
of these lines will give me a mental vote 
of thanks. And, apropos of the mail, 
don’t omit to provide an ample supply of sta- 


tionery and postage stamps—they are apt to be 

miles away from “ secluded summer nooks.” : 

For the proverbial rainy day store away a good McARTHUR S D RUG STORE 
supply of novels, games, or fancy work—what- 
ever best suits your taste. The making of a 
“summer souveniralbum” is an agreeable pas- 
time. This containsany little remembrance of 
a es are of * a ee 
gathered in a certain spot, a dainty group o 

seaweecs arr. wore, teens mode ty TORONTO, HAMILTON & MONTREAL 
These, collected during little expeditions, can be 

arranged’ whenever the rain prevents outdoor POPULAR PASSENGER STEAMER 


rambles, and itis wonderful how many pleasant 
little reminiscences will be revived while turn- 
ing over she pages by the fireside in winter. 


JOHN T. TOWERS, Master, 


Also a full stock of the now justly 
famous New Scale Dominion Piano. 


Correspondence and inspection in- 
DOMINION PIANO 
AND ORGAN Co. 


Warerooms : 68 King St. West. 





CAN BE HAD AT 


230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter 
TELFPHONE 479. 








— 





Explicit Directions. lane Hamilton 10 a.m., Toronto 4 p.m., every Saturday 
A State street jeweler received a despatch cat, — png te My $8; ps nr ~ 
from an old-time friend recently which read : Toronto, $7 50; return, $14.. For freight or passage a 
‘Will leave for Caicago to morrow. Meet | to W. A. GEDDES, 69 Yonge Street, Toronto, or at Geddes 
me at train three.” == | Whart. 
As there are half a dozen “train threes” on 


a3 many different Chicago railroads entering 
different depats, and as several of them reach 
the point f-om which the telegram had been 
sent, the recipient promptly administered a 
gentle rebuke, thus: 


“*AsIcan’t meet all the trains there to-mor- 
TOURS OF EVERY VARIETY 


row, am afraid I'll miss you. But you can 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


easily find me. ill be waiting for you on Mr. 
Agent, 72 Yonge Street, Toronto 





Yerkes’ grip- ear, No. 926.” 

An hour later came the meek and _ business- 
like despatch : 

** Meet me at Palmer House to-morrow night 
at six, Come dry.”—Chicago Mail, 
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The Finest English and American 


BRASS FRUIT KEITLES 








Niagara-on-the-Lake, Ont. 


Hops Every Saturday Kvening | A full Assortment of all descriptions 


of Granite and Enamelled Ware. 


RICE LEWIS & SON 


innett (LIMITED) 
PROPRIETORS Corner King and Victoria Streets 


eee 


During the Season 


Something New and Choice in Booklets 


A TENNIS SET, in 


Picture and Verse 
: : A DAY’S FISHING : 


Both Illustrated with suitab'e des'ga and tiei with ribbon. Post free; $1 each. 


JAMES BAIN & SON 





Toronto. 






























































































CLE TYE LRTI 
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Between You and Me. 


UT you are a crank,” 
said a man of might 
to me the other day. 
I thought I had cor- 
nered him nicely when 
I retorted, ‘“ Now, 
please tell me, what is 
acrank,” ‘‘ Well,” said 
he musingly, “‘ say you 
have an idea, all well 
and good ; but say the 
idea has you, then 
you're a crank—see?” 
And I saw and was 
silent. Silent, but not 
subdued, for I like 
ideas to get me! That 
is what has made all 
the workers in field 
and factory, in labora- 
tory and library, in 

: the higher and daisy- 
starred ways of the world’s salvation, grind 
and strive and plead and succeed, The idea 
got them! they were to the uninitiated cranks 
—but in time they triumphed. St. Paul was a 
crank when he said he would merge his own 
individuality in that of the most antagonistic 
nature he knew if he could only by his sym- 
pathy win that wilful heart for the Crucified. 
Florence Nightingale was a crank—God bless 
her—when she hurried away from home and 
friends, driven by the idea that had got her, 
the ambition to go and help and soothe and 
save. Inventors whom we rise up daily and 
honor, were all cranks. The idea got Christopher 
Columbus that our country lay across the 
yeasty waves, got him so badly that he found 
America in the end; but many a score of 
superior-minded Dons and Donnas thought, 
if they hadn’t the modern word at hand to say 
it, that he was a crank. There are doubtless 
feather-headed cranks who have sham ideas, 
but a real honest idea and a real earnest crank 
are bound to make things move—and not move 
backwards! " 


I promised you, dear girls (boys too, if you 
are reading this column), that I would tell you 
of our ‘‘over the Don” picnic. We went to 
the cherry tree and the farmhouse, but found 
the front gate locked and every aperture to 
the house sealed up as tight as a gem jar. A 
hurried visit to the Todmorden postoffice re- 
vealed the warning postcard still reposing in 
its pizeon-hole and removed the horrid sus- 
picion of insincerity from my good farm 
friends. However, the back gate was open; 
the cherries and raspberries weren't under 
lock and key, and the delicious grassy orchard 
with its gnarled old apple trees laden with 
cholera morbus was worth wheeling twice as 
far toenjoy. And after a long drowsy after- 
noon and several pitched battles with fallen 
greenings as ammunition, we wheeled home a 
little disappointed but with a sweet memory of 
fruitful fields, soft cool grass, and delicious 
country air to give us an appetite for dinner. 

I gladly give space to the following letter 
which informed me of the undesirable and un- 
pleasant turn given to an innocent and health- 
ful exercise by some person who might find 
better employment : 

Dear Lapy Gay.—There is a small weekly 
sheet published here which has devoted a 
column to an underhand attack on the lady 
cyclists of Toronto, backing up its statements, 
or rather insinuations, by opinions said to 
have been obtained from parsons and doctors, 
thirteen names being quoted. That good old 
back number, Bishop Coxe, is announced as 
authority for the absurd remark that women 
on wheels look like witches on broomsticks. 
He never said anything of the sort, but of 
course reporters are allowed a certain sailing 
room and I shall let that pass. The small 
sheet further adds that Toronto clergymen 
disapprove of cycling for ladies. Now I write 
to say that my clergyman—the pastor of one of 
the fashionable and wealthy churches of our 
city—heartily approves ot lady cyclists, and 
secondly, that I am riding under my physician’s 
orders ; that this physician’s special excellence 
lies in his treatment of all kinds of weaknesses 
to which femininity is victim, and his name is a 
household word in Toronto, not needing any 
advertising in this letter. Though I do not 
suppose our lady cyclists or their friends would 
take the trouble if they had the opportianity to 
read the effusion I have referred to, still, it 
gives a wrong impression and I just speak for 
myself when I say that neither parson, doctor, 
husband nor any relative I own disapproves of 
lady cyclists. How could they, who know us 
and see the benefit which wheeling has bz2en to 
our health and spirits? Good bye, dear Lady 
Gay. Yours truly and modestly, 

A Lapy Cyc ist. 





* 

Thanks, dear sister wheel, both for putting 
me au courant with the small sheet’s effort 
and for taking so well-backed a stand. I, 
too, ride with the gracious approval of 
my clergyman, the encouragement of my 
physician, and the kindly consent and active 
good comradeship of my better half. All the 
married riders 1 know are in like happy state, 
anithe single ones are taught and accompa. 
nied by their brothers. We don’t want to be 
in the bad graces of other folks’ pastors, or 
even of lady doctors, but it’s just as well that 
those who have allowed their opinions to be 
published should know that there is room for 
two sides to this question, and with the great- 
est respect and kindly feeling Lady Gay is 
bound to modestly step over on the other side. 

2 

A coincidence, in the shape of another letter 
on cycling, comes by the post today. I think 
you will find it worth reading for the fun that 
gleams from every line, and I make no excuse 
for presenting it to you: 

Dear Lapy Gay,—lIf you will open Through 
the Looking Glass at page 166 you will find the 
words cf my text: ** Whenever it (the horse) 
stopped (which it did very often) he fell off in 
front, and whenever it went on again (which 
it generally did rather suddenly) he fell off 
behind, Otherwise he kept on pretty well, 
except that he hada habit of now and then 
falling off sideways,” and that is just the 
State of the case with me at present, because 
“all along of you” and Saturpay Nioar (and 






































Bishop Coxe) I have been seduced into buying 
a bicycle, and have become an object of terror 
to my friends and derision to my enemies in 
consequence. Since the days of Eve no woman 
has ever fallen so unintermittently all over the 
place, wherever there is anything to fall on, 
over or against. I practice in my own avenue, 
which is bounded on the south by a private 
hedge and on the north by a raised terrace 
with along flower bed on top, into either of 
which I pitch in every conceivable position 
with a perseverance worthy of a better cause. 
I tried propelling myself along by a fence, col- 
lapsed instantly and completely on a heap of 
stones—picked up bruised, but still game. 
Now, dear Lady Gay, please tell me how you 
learnt and how long it took before you could 
go alone? and were you taught by a regular 
professor? and is he still alive? and if so, could 
he teach me if I came down to Toronto for an 
indefinite period? and did you fall soft or did 
you break anything? A friend mocked me the 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 





ITH the sultriest weather 
of the season here com- 


TEACHERS! 


If you want to purchase anything in 
the RUBBER GOODS LINE while in To- 
ronto it will pay you to visit the 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 





























(slightly shocked) face of the rising moon! 


However, if I knew the right way to set about 


it I could learn as others have done. You 
know the.verse about ‘‘ Laughs at impossibili- 
ties,” and says, ‘“‘Itshali bedone.” At present 
it isacase of volo non valeo. Help me, Lady 
Gay! Oh! help me to strike out the non. 
Believe me, 
Yours rather bruisedly, 
L ° 


I had such a lovely day last Monday that I 
think I must tell you a little bit aboutit. We 
four who were barred out of our Todmorden 
friena’s home, took the Empress of India at 
half past seven and went across the lake—in- 
tending to ride from Port Dalhousie to st. 
Catharines, Lazier counsels prevailed upon 
us to take the train, and in due time we 
arrived at “St. Kits.” Do you know what 
a beautiful little place St. Kits is, with its 
wide level hard streets and plentiful trees and 
lovely fresh air? And there we found a Toron- 
tonian who is keeping bachelor’s hall on a fruit 
farm some miles out of the city, and after 
dinner, so charmingly did he persuade us, that 
we agreed to wheel to the farm and havea 
country tea. It was hot and rough and dusty, 


but we reached our destination in time and 
found two sofas under a mammoth English 
cherry tree—lemonade galore, raspberries in 
their prime, and twoor three hours of dolce far 
niente, which areso good for man and woman 
who work hard—then, with scant time to 
catch our boat, we started for the most charm- 
ing ride down hill, miles on miles along the 
towpath, then across a long floating bridge, 
and for cyclists who want the very perfection 
of coolness, water, smooth roads and a small 
and seductive incline, let me recommend that 
wheel from St. Kits to Port Daihousie. 

Lapy Gay. 











Your atten'ion is called to our Christmas 
Number Prize Competition. Particulars on page 
six. 


Choice Cut Roses 


Of every popular variety. Other 
seasonable flowers also always-on 
hand. We can ship cut flowers to 
any part of Ontario and Quebec 
with perfect safety, as we have let- 
ters from our numerous patrons in 
various parts congratulating us for 
prompt delivery and excellent con- 
dition of the flowers upon arrival. 


S. TIDY & SON 


THE FLORISTS 
164 Yonge Street - 





Toronto 


Tel. — Greenhouses, 3057; Store, 2089 


THE AMERICAN CORSET & DRESS REFORM CO. 
316 Yonge Street, Toronto 





Dress Reform Waists 
39L4SHO9 HLTVIH 


GIVSS COMFORT, BASE, BEAU 
Samples cloth and price sent on application. 





hy ; se 
NEAR GODERICH, ONT 
Will be open for business on June 20. Ite special features 
are air, genuine country lite and perfect for 
children. The beach is exceptionally fine, and the ba a 
both healthful and free from danger. A beautiful mine 
spring, whose waters contain medicinal 
additional advantage. For joulare and 
the proprietor, J. J. WRIGHT, Goderich, Ont. 


LADIES 


ASK FOR 


git BARBOUR’S 


LINEN THREADS 









‘The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 


















other night and insinuated that I was afraid, 
and made me madder thana wet hen. ‘I'll 
show you whether I’m afraid or not,” cried the 
pride that goes before the fall. Then there 
was a rush in the quiet evening air, a crash— 
across between a yell and a groan—an equal 
mixture of woman and bicycle sprawling on a 
mangled flower bed, and in the background a 
he-man jeering wildly, and over all the 












fort is to be sought in right cloth- 
ing ; and with a season now limited 
to a few weeks we've only these 
weeks to dispose of summer stocks. 
Be certain that we're not over par 
ticular about price. Anything 
more suited for ladies’ summer 
wear than Egyptian Cotton Vests ? 
Only put in stock this week a line 
of these in silk finish, full fash- 
ioned, and the lot ticketed 2oc. 


They're regular 50c. goods. 
Laaiew’ Vests, 3 for 2-0. 
Ladies’ Balbriggan Hose, 3 pairs 502 
‘ Ladies’ Balbriggan Hose, double heels and toes, 3 pairs 
2. 
And men’s wear : 
Men’s Knitted Socks, 100. 
Men’s Merino Socks, 202. 
Men’s Natural Balbriggan Underwear, 50c. 
Men’s Unlaundered White Shirts, 502. 
Men's Night Shirte, trimmed, 69.5. 
Thousands of Neckties at toc. 
and 153., worth 350. and 50c. 


Full dress width, a handsome 


hem stitched embroidery 400. a yard. Its worth is 65>. 
White Embroidered Fiouncings. Black Embroidered 
Flouncings. Children’s Flouncings. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 


Mi?ss SULLIVAN 


Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 


Artistic Dressmaking 
76 COLLEGE STREET 
Mies Sullivan has just returned from New York with the 
latest designs and styles. 








WHOLESALE HOUSES 
AND 


MANUFACTURERS 


Requiring commercial photo- 
graphs of Machinery, Merchan- 


dise, &c., can 
J = ‘ates by 


J.C. WALKER & CO. 
147. YONGE STREET 


Reduced rates on general work 
' for sixty days. 


be supplied at low 





A Tribute to the Memory of the Late 
Sir John A. Maedonald 


A NEW SONG 


FOR BARITONE 
“A British Subject | was Born, a 
British Subject | Will Die” 
Words and Music by 8. T. CHURCH 
PRICE 49 CENTS—A REALLY GOOD SONG 
Anglo-Canadian Music Pub'ishers’ Association 


63 King Street West, Toronto. 
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C. P. CORSETS | CLEARING 
Genu'ne ones, fresh and clean (cot 
bogus substitutes or all large sizes, SALE 


but a full assortment) only $1.75 

This is considerably below the regu- 

lar prices. 

Double width All wool Dress Goods at 18c. Trimming at 

95., worth double the money. 
Prints and Sateens, Umbrellas and Para- 
sols. Glaves and Hosiery, 
All reduced in price. 


212 YONGE STREET 


FANCY GROCERIES 


Camping Yachting 
Hunting Fishing 
Or enjoying a quiet meal at home. 


THE G. W. SHAVER CO., Limited 


244 Yonge Street 
Tet, 1980 2 & 4 Louisa Street 


TEACHERS 


ATTENDING CONVENTION 


May enjoy the pleasures of a lakeside home at moderate 
vost. Lorne Park is a delightful retreat, containing 90 
acres of woodland, situated 14 miles west of Toronto, and 
ie reached by the steamship Carmona (10:.) and the Grand 
Trunk Railway (15).) Hotel Louise is charmingly located, 
overlooking Lake Ontario. 

Lawn Tennis, Archery, Boating, Bathing, Driving, &o. 
Evening entertainments. Sunday services. Telephone 
and Postoffixe. Address— 

LORNE PARK COMPANY, Toronto. 





A Rapid Age. 
Uncle Abner (of Gray Forke)—What's the 
matter, Maria? You look kinder doleful. 
Maria—I was over in the graveyard to day, 
Abner; and I tell you this ‘ere place is gettin 
too lively. Why, there was a lot o’ new graves 
o’ people I never hear'n tell on! 


A Peaceful Section 


Missouri Traveler—This is a famous section 
for feuds, I understand. 

Native—No more peaceful parts anywhere 
than right here. No feudshere. Everything's 
as pleasant as =. 

Y Ay how about the Billington- Wellington 
feud?” 

* Over long ago. I'm Billington.” 

** Indeed! I haven't met any of the Welling- 

n’s.” 





‘No; nor you won't. The feud is over,” 


12 King Street West 


English Tweed Mac 


kintoshes a Specialty 








HAS REMOVED 


Apmand’s Hair and 
Perfumery Store 


Has removed from 407 Yonge 
Street to 


441 Yonge Street and 
1 Carlton Street 
8. E. Cor. Yonge and Carlton Sts. 





Largest and Handsomest Hair 
Goods, Hair Dressing and Per- 
fumery Establishment in Canada 








All modern improvements for 
Ladies and Gentlemen's Hair 
Dressing Parlors. 


Select Stock of Fashionable Hair Goods 


Elegant little Frontpieces for ladies to wear during the 
hot season. They are very light in weight and not heavy 
looking. Specialty in Long Uair Switches; no cord or 
stem inside. es and Gent'emen’s Toupees and Wigs 
made to order. 


Articles de Toilette for Ladies and Gentle- 
men of Gelle-Freres, Paris, France 


TRANCLE ARMAND & CO. 


Manufacturers, Importers and Dealers in Hair Goods 
and Perfumery 


441 Yonge Street. 8. E. cor. Carlton St. 
TORONTO, ONT., CANADA. 


DORENWEND'S 


Ie the Leading House for 
Fashionable 


The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 
In Wigs, mem. Switches 


Best and Cheapest 
ouse in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing Room 
on the Continent. 


Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St 


Send for circular. 








FASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 

MISS PATON’S rooms are now m and thor- 

oughly ene with the spring styles and modes. The 

latest French, English and American fashions. An early 

visit and inspection invited. 

Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & Sons, 
35 King Street East 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 
Head @ffice ° . . Chicage, Hl. 


incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
Capital of $60,000 


EMV hi 
‘ La TZ, 


Pe Ts 
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"i “4 
\ W ae) Se ; ry 


71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. ©. PATTERSON, Manager fer Canada 

Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents. 

RHEUMATISM 
is found wherever man 1s found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous vanic current, ag 

erated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
Se applied directly to the affected parts. 
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WOMEN 
The Owen Electric Belt ie par excellence the woman's 
triend, for ite merite are equal ae a preventive and curative 


for the many troubles peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 
cure. 
The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN. ELEOCTRIO BELTS : 
Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 
Neuralgia 
Solatica Serual Exhaust 
Sexual Ex! on 
sam en 
Debility Diesases 
Liver Complaint ervoue Complaints 
Kidney Disease ae Diseases 
Complainte Ill-Health 
OHALLENGE. 


We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
DL ete the control of the patient as com- 
een We can use the same belt on an infant 
hat we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
cells. The ordinary belts are not ec. 
WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 
Other belte have been in the .arket for five and ten 


longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 
[Sceured and sold than all other miakes combined. The 


ee aains information th 
Acute, CHRONIC — pak ea DISEASES please 
THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELT CO. 


Ti King Street West, Toronto. Ont. 
Mention this paper. 
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““UNEQUALLED”’ 


IS THE VERDICT 


OF 


All Those Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 


DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, metal tipped, 
securely stitched and fastened ina covering of superior 
sateen. Can be relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 


DENSOLINE 


(Pure Petroleum Jelly.) 


(SUPERIOR TO VASELINE) 


The great skin healer and beautifier of the complexion. 


NATURE’S HEALING OINTMENT 
- USE - 


Gold Seal Densoline for Rough Skin 
Cold Cream Densoline for the Complexion 
Densoline Toilet Soap, made from Pure 

Petroleum Jelly, a perfect cure for all 

Skin Affections 
| FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 
MANUFACTURED BY 
| AMERICAN OIL CO 
29 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 


Small samples can be obtained free of charge by applying 
at office. . 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & CO 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Grand, Upright and 
Square 


PIANOFORTES 
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TORONTO MONTREAL 
107-109 Church Street. 2344 St. Catharines Street. 
OTTAWA 


68 Bank Street. 
| Factory, 121 to 129 Bellwoods Ave., Toronto 


a: 


GODES - BERGER 


The purest of Table WATERS. The ONLY Natural 
Mineral WATER NOW supplied to H. M. the Queen of 
England, under Royal Warrant. 

DR. REDWOOD, Ph.D., F.1C., FC.S., Professor of 
Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutical Society of 
Great Britain, writes of 


GODES-BERGER 


compared with other well-known Mineral Waters: ‘‘ I find 
Godes-Berger much richer in its important ingredients, 
and cons*quently, in my opinion, SUPERIOR TO ANY 
OTHER TABLE WATER AT PRESENT KNOWN.” 
JAMES LOBB, Lieyd’s Agent, 
Wholesale Agent, Toronto. 


S. CARMONA (Canada Lake Superior 
Transit Co., Limited), sailing from Geddes’ West 
Yonge St., commencing Saturday June 13, daily, as followe: 


During JUNE to Lorne Park, 10 am. and 2 p.m.; to 
Grimeby Park at 2 p.m., on Tuesdays, Thursdays and 
Saturdays. 

Rates to Lorne Park—25c. adults and l5c. children. To 
Grimsby Park (good to return same day), 602. each. To 
Grimsby Park (good to return during season), 75>. each. 

Saturday afternoon excursions to Grimsby Park 500. 
Saturday afternoon excursions to Lorne Park 25c. Book 
tickete— Lorne Park and return, 20 trips, $4; Grimsby Park 
and return, 10 trips, $4. Sunday schools and societies, 
special rates on application to Company’s Offices, 9 Front 
Street East. PETER MoINTYRE, 93 York Street. 

W. A. GEDDES, 69 Yonge Street, 


Niagara River Line 


SINGLE TRIPS 








PALACE STEAMER 


“ CHICORA.” 


Oommencing Monday, May 18, Steamer CHICORA will 
leave Yonge street Whart daily (except Sunday) at 7 am , 
for Niagara and Lewiston, conn with New York Cent- 
ral and ———— Central Railways Falls, Buffalo, New 
York, etc. ete at all principal offi ges. 

JOHN FOY, Manager, 
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had visited her, one after another—the first 
time that such a thing had ever happened ; and 
one of these must have been her murderer, Of 
no one of them had any accurate description 
been given. All three were strangers to the 
neighborhood, and at least two were, at any 
rate from the landlady’s point of view, gentle- 
men, 

The conversation veered round to her ap- 
pearance and probable antecedents, Concern- 
ing the former there were different opinions, 


the same day. BEECHAM’S PILLS have an unprecedented demand and the Largest Sale of any 


mouths to fill, and a pile of neglected work at 
Patent Medicine in the World. 


her feet! She feels guilty, this worn, haggard 
woman, as she turns her back to the window, 
with its deluding mirage of sunlight and sweet 
breezes and delicate perfumes, and bends again 
with aching eyeballs, in which a hot tear is 
burning, over the coarse work which her stiff 
fingers can scarcely clutch. A feurful, a hid- 
eous place this at city, with its ghastly in- 
congruities, its lights and shades, of barbaric 
splendor, of insensate luxury, of gay pleasure- 





CHAPTER XIII, 
HER LAST VISITOR ! 

For several moments after the carriage had 
passed out of sight, Lord Alceston stood still 
on the pavement lost in astonishment. Then 
he slowly retraced his steps and met Thorn- 
ton coming towards him. 

** There's something I don’t quite understand 


Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, Eng, EVANS 
& SONS, Limited, Montreal, Sole Agent for the Dominion of Canada. 






THE GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY 1 


about this,” said the latter, musingly. “The | ¢n¢ men mostly taking one side and the wo- 
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will!” : | once. That doesn’t matter as far as I’m con- The conversation surged on, and every now 

‘Not so bad as that, Steve, I think,” Lord | cerned, because I happen to be a reporter on | and then Thornton heard things which inter- Proper Precautions. 177 to 179 Yonge 8t., through to 6 Queen St. East any" 
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you to be one of the tenderest-hearted men | up to-night.” mark with the murdered woman, but there a CORTES, NINE O'CLOCK OIL m2, 
alive.” | Thornton nodded, and watched him until he | Wa$ someone, it seemed, who had been almost | , a iverything isto be returned when we Im 

‘Not so bad! Alceston, I tell you this,” | was out of sight ; then he crossed the road and friendly with her, who, more than one hinted, ae tie sunken Is a pronounced success in the treatment of even the most 4 tone 
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rather, a thousand times rather, be known and | it was nearly full of curious gossipers standing | Position. At last it was mentioned—Sall =" ° gg we may with safety take . , and 
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‘We'll change the subject I think,” Lord | queer collection of human beings they were. fortunately for him, no one noticed. Sali FOR SALH BY ALL DRUGGISTS coul 
Alceston suggested, too, crowded together in the low, gaudily de. | Greenwood and Monsieur de Feurget! Here the f 
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hornton continued, glancing around, “I don't | stale tobacco smoke and gin, which seemed to | terest was growing rapidly, } L 
know what you would say if you came here at | be the favorite beverage. There were women The man with the yellow beard and the long Hereward Spencer & Co.. Tea Merchants aan 
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there was only one woman who could declara vd lh 


definitely that she had seen him. She had 
been in the Crown and Thistle when he had 
entered, and she had seen him talking to Betsy 
Urane, and she had seen him, she declared 
with a whole string of vehement oaths de- 
signed to crush incredulity, about twenty 
minutes before his arrival at the Crown and 
Thistle, coming out of a ready made clothes 
shop at the corner of the street. Her descrip- 


it’s asight to make a man feel sick. But,I | ing their apology for a dress, They had left 
forgot. What do you care about such things— | their housework and cheir children to take care 
and here we are in Brown street. The Rising | of themselves, and were standing there with 
Sun is about a couple of hundred yards up on | faces flushed and soddened with drink, talking 
the other side of the road,” | in shrill, voluble tones what seemed to be some 

They paused at the corner, and Lord Alceston | heathenish jargon. And there were men in all 
looked around him. The street into which | degrees of shabbiness—some in rough working 
they had turned was much wider and the | garb, others whose sharpened, cunning faces 
houses less squalid than in the neighborhood | seemed to bespeak a doubtful calling. in the 
which they had just quitted. But it was still | se:dy, cast-off habiliments of quondam re- 
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My Village Poetess. 


‘(Written for, Saturday Night by J. D. Click.) 
I very seldom go to church—not that I am 
such a very bad young man, but I always feel 
so tired out on Saturday night that on Sunday 
morning I am rather too fond of my bed to rise 
any earlier than ten o’clock, and of course, then, 
it is @ matter of no breakfast and church, 
of no church or no breakfast, and Iam ashamed 
to say that the natural man generally triumphs 
over the spiritual. Why am I so tired on 
Saturday night? Well, that is a very proper 
question and the answer is briefly this. I live 
in a somewhat rural Canadian town (that does 
not sound like hard work, does it?) and am, 
in the estimation of its inhabitants, one 
of the most important citizens. This last 
statement sounds stuck up, but I can not help 
that, itis a fact, and as a fact accounts for 
much of my labor, as perhaps you will better 
understand if I give a short summary of my 
various duties. I am postmaster, telegraph 
operator and express agent for the town; also 
editor of the Weekly Clarion, cashier, teller, 
manager and sole proprietor of the savings 
bank, president of the debating club, (which 
meets every Saturday at 8 p.m.) and study 
medicine in my spare hours. Does this not 
excuse me from church on Sunday? Why 
don't I goin the evening? Ah, you are quick, 
you would make a good member for our debat- 
ing society, but ‘you see as yet we have no 
evening service. And now after these few 
preliminary remarks I will proceed with my 
story. 

As I was sitting one fine May morning in 
my general oftice, hastily scribbling an article 
on Honest Subscribers for the next issue of the 
Clarion, (guaranteed circulation 350), I was 
interrupted by the advent of the town mes- 
sage boy, who handed me a letter bearing on 
the envelope the simple legend For the Editor. 
Tae nandwriting was a lady’s, that was evi- 
dent, but did any one ever see such beautifully 
graceful curves as displayed in those few words, 
and did ever an editor have his title spelled 
with such an easy flowing yet artistic E? 

I stopped in the middle of my article, an 
unusual tiing for me to do, to open the letter 
and was more astonished by the contents 
than I could ever have been by the envelope. 
Neatly folded inside was a sheet of tinted note 
paper, and on it inscribed in the same beauti- 
ful characters were the following words: 

“* For Publication : 

THE UNION THAT IS STRENGTH. 
* Union is strength,’ the proverb says, 
But unions are not all the same, 
True some are strong, but more are weak, 
Some are for honest, more for shame. 





There ia a union far more strong 

Than sw.rd with sword or hand with hand, 
A union of a nobler sort 

That in its strength will ever stand. 


It is a union God doth bless, 
A union that none can part, 
A union of the mind with mind, * 
A union of the heart with heart.” me 
I was astonished, to put it mildly. Never 
before had I received as editor of the Weekly 
Clarion such a meritorious composition as 
this; it was a wonderful-production for our 
little town. True, I had occasionally been 
favored with poetical effusions, and had occa- 
sionally printed them, but compared with this 
they were ‘out of sight,” as the expressive 
sling so aptly pats it. Of course I would pub- 
lish it; and in next week's Clarion on the front 
paige, in the place of honor, it appeared, with 
the polite request that the author would com- 
municate with the editor, as he had a position 
for her on his staff (which at that time con- 
sisted of myself and the printer), but the re- 
quest elicited no response, and I heard no more 
of my lovely poetess for some months, when I 
was once more handed a letter by the town 
messenger addressed in the same beautiful 
text as before, “To the editor.” Ba2fore I 
could stop the boy to question him he was off, 
and would pay no attention to my loud hallos 
for his return, so not attempting to follow him 
I tore open the envelope and read as follows : 
‘* For publication : 
MY W:SH, 
** There is one wish I have, 
Oae longing soul-desire, 
One which my every thought and deed 
With motive doth inspire. 
And so for this I pray 
To God in heaven above, 
That he might grant my heart to say 
Tnose two sweet words, ‘I love.” 


Once more I was astonished, and determined 
to find the author who thus desired “to love.” 
I hastened to the favorite resort of the 
town message boy, a neighboring hostelrys; 


but . Fortune frowned, the youth was 
not there. I next betook myself to his 
home. This time I was more successful, for 


as I approached I perceived the object of my 
search seated on the door step whittling a 
piece of stick and softly humming a 
popular air. As soon as he saw me he 
pocketed his knife and stopped humming, and 
with an air of great importance and condescen- 
sion inquired, “‘ Is there anything [ can do for 
you, sir?” 

** Yes,” I said, **I think so, Can you tell me 
who it was wrote that letter you brought me 
to day ?” 

As I spoke I noticed a comical grin steal 
over his face as much as to say, ‘ Now, 
wouldn’t you like to know?” and his answer, 
*‘T guess it's none of your’n or my business 
who wrote it,” settled me in suspicion that he 
knew all about it but did not wish to tell; 
auyway, 1 had discovered someone who was 
not over-awed with the importance of my posi- 
tion in the town, so I resorted to bribery. 

**It would mean ten cents to you if you tell 
m2,” I said. ; 

Immediately his face sobered = and in a 
tone of wonderful earnestness he replied, 
“‘No, sir, she made me pron.ise I wouldn’r, 
and [ won't; no, not for ten dollars.” 

With this rebuke I walked off a none the 
wiser but much more interested man. Who 
could be the angel that had so worked upun 
the feelings of this ragamuffin as to make him 
refuse a bribe of ten cents and declare himself 
unopen for one of even ten dollars? Never 
since I had been a sojourner on this mundane 
sphere had I before known a boy to refuse ten 
cents, no matter how precious the information 
was that he had to give for it, The mystery 
was deepening, but I had determined to solve 
it and I would, 

The following day was the Sabbath. About 
1015 I awoke, and afcer falling asleep and 
awaking again several times, I at last rose 
from my couch about half an hour later. As I 
dressed I watched, at a respectable distance 
from the window, the people on their way to 
morning service. I was just putting the finish- 
ing Souch to my necktie when I noticed on the 
Other side of the street a seemingly beautiful 
young lady, with a Bible under her arm, pro- 
‘ceeding towards the little Methodist chapel. 
AsI looked a thought like a ae flash 
passed through my mind. “That is my 
Poetess!” and the more I thought the moe 
the idea impressed itself upon me. With adash 
I almost threw myseif into my coat and waist- 
coat, put on my hat and hurried out of the 
door, There she was, some little distance in 
front of me, and with bounding heart I fol- 
lowed in her steps. Just as she reached the 
church I caught up with her and following her 
in took up my seat just immediately in front of 
her. As the congregation gathe and only a 
solitary old woman entered the pew wlece she 
sat, I thought that Providence was surely 

aiding me. The pastor, a long, thin man, 
about six feet two, with a red nose (caused by 
sunburn, no doubt), began the service by a 
longeny and somewhat eloquent prayer, in 
which with a nasal twang that betrayed his 
nationality, he pleaded for everything imagin- 


ab‘e, including, of course, a large collection. 
Tnen in the same musical tone announced 
‘Hymn number 3—68 brethren,” with 


along stop to use his pocket handkerchief 
between the 3 and the 68 Tomy great delight 
ail stooi up to sing I could no hymn 
ook, but was thrilled with pleasure at the 





























































sound of a sweet voice behind me saying 
** Would you like a hymn book, sir?” and as i 
turned round to accept the proffered book I 
got my first glance of that sweet face which so 
ae after decided my eternal happiness, 
Ah, can never forget the impression it 
made on me, refined yet so sweet, 
so earnest yet so tender; the expressive 
brown eyes, the delicately shaped nose 
and the inviting, dainty little mouth, ali 
tended to fill my heart with an indescribable 
py: and an overwhelming love. At first 

was dazed, but as I returned to myself I 
turned to the fly-leaf of the book. Perhaps 
her name was within there; but, no, only a 
few shorthand notes. Yet, stay! might not 
they afford some clue? Ah, how glad I am I 
ever learned shorthand, for there on that page 
I read these words : 

** That he might grant my heart to say, 
Those two sweet words—* I love.’ 
Winsiraep L, Hastines.” 

I just finished deciphering this in time to join 
with all my soul in the triumphant Hallelujah 
that cl Hymn 368, Before, I had hoped; 
now, I was convinced. Little I heard of the 
rest of that service; my time was taken up 
with thinking and stealing glances at M 

Poetess, as I now fondly called her to myself. 
Church over, the people made their way out, 
pert to find it pouring rain. Some had um. 
brellas, and some lived near by, but My Poetess 
stood, without umbrella or waterproof, won- 
dering what todo. Now was my opportunity. 
Stepping up to her almost trembling y, I said: 
** Allow me to get you an umbrella,” and then, 
not waiting for a reply, I hurried off to get one. 
Soon I returned, and to my great joy she was 
still standing there, evidently waiting for me. 
As I approached, she said: ‘‘It is very kind of 
you, and I a stranger too. Thank you so much,” 

“Not at all—a pleasure, I assure you,” I 
murmured, And then, ‘‘ now please let me see 
you home,” 

With a gracious ‘‘thank you” she assented, 
and holding the umbrella above her, I proceed- 
ed with her down the steps and along the 
street. As we walked I told her who I was, 
and what I had discovered in the hymn 
book she so kindly lent me, and with many 
blushes she acknowledged her identity with the 
poetess. Shortly after I met her again and 
learned that she was an orphan, and had been 
badly treated by her relations whom she had 
deserted and taken refuge from in this little 
town of S——; that she had some five hundred 
dollars a year of her own on which she was de- 
pending, but was awfully lonely. 


Five years have rolled by since I wrote those 
last words, now I take my pen to finish a story 
which I left rather incomplete. On the table 
before me lies a little Methodist hymn book 
open at number 368. On the rocking chair by 
the fire sits Winnie singing to sleep our little 
brown-eyed Charlie, with a sweet lullaby of 
her own composition, (for you know Winnifred 
always did write poetry); by her side plays 
little Winnie, a miniature of her mother in 
form, God grant she may be also in character. 
To-morrow is Sunday and we are going to 
church, for lam no more wearied with labor 
on Saturday evenings ; my work has been re- 
warded; I have made a nice little sum and now 
am taking life rather easier than when you 
first met me, now in the role of a country physi- 
cian. But, as I think I said, my wife still 
— poetry and one of her last poems ended 
thus: 

“ And so with gratitude I thank my God 
For granting me ‘to love’ and ‘ to be lovei.’” 





Most Intense. 


Mes. E. Harwood, 23 Moss Side, Blackburn, 
London, Eng., suffered a long time with acute 
sciatica. Toe pain was most intense, and she 
was unabie to obtain relief until she applied 
St. Jacobs Oil fuur times, when she was com- 
pletely cured, 








Humors of a Public Library. 


Emerson says, “If we encountered a man of 
rare intellect, we should ask him what books 
he read”; and so it has been proved that 
where reading is followed as a recreation or 
amusement, a good estimate of a man’s char- 
acter may be formed if one only has the op- 
portunity to take note of the books the reader 
chooses for perusal. To one with a keen ob- 
servation of character, and a wish to study the 
many frailties and failings of human nature, 
few better subjects of study could be found 
than those presented in the attenders at a 
Public Free Library. There may be seen all 
classes of society, from the humblest laborer to 
the highly cultured professor. . 

The suave and gentle-mannered maiden of 
sixteen summers, the soured old maid of sixty, 
the * meek and mild ” theological student, the 
old and crusty antiquarian, all meet and find 
their common level in this truly socialistic 
institution. 

Having had a long experience in one of the 
largest provincial institutions of this kind, and, 
consequently, being one to whose lot it has 
chanced to meet daily ‘‘all sorts and conditions 
of men,” the writer feels qualified to speak with 
some assurance of the various moods and tem: 
peraments of the great British public. Many 
are the rebuffs the library assistant has to 
endure, he being, ia most cases, a servant of 
the corporation or of the local governing 
powers, and consequently greatly at the mercy 
of the irate ‘tratepayer,” whose complaints, 
should they reach headquarters, would cer- 
tainly mean a stringent inquiry into the con- 
duct of the erring official. 

Itisan old adage amongst librarians that 
“a good cataloguer will try to put himself in 
the place of the seeker,” that is, a person who 
brings ordinary intelligence to bear upon the 
catalogue, but who has not, necessarily, any 
technical knowledge. But even though the 
cataloguer bring everything down to the com- 
prehension of the most obtuse, he invariably 
finds there yet remains a book-loving dullard 
who seeks to blunder still. In the requests of 
illiterate peo le some most amusing iustances 
of commun iguorauce are exhibited, and it is 
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no unusual occurrence to be asked for Auto- 
= onthe Breakfast Table, David Copper- 
eld’s Shop of Curiosities, Jane’s Heirs (Jane 
Eyre), Dante's Infernal ie Account of 
onte Cristo, and onasmall boy's list, Ive 
and Ho (Ivanhoe), The Casterways, and the 
Scottish Cheeves. 

Edna Lyall’s We Two has been transformed 
into You and I, and there was also encountered 
Darwin’s Indecent Man and Lamb’s Essays by 
Eliza, It was evident there had been consider- 
able neglect in the classical education of the 
young man who wanted the works of Harr 
Stoffle, but he is quite entitled to rank wit 
the young Grecian who was anxious to be- 
come acquainted with the works of Demmos 
Theenes. Who but a trained librarian would 
guess that the mystic words Doors Dant if pro- 
perly translated meant a request for the Divine 
Comedy of Dante, illustrated by the celebrated 
French artist Dore. 

One cannot see oy eumene should find the 
works of Professor Drummond particularly 
hard to remember ; yet only a short time agoa 
lady insisted upon calling The Greatest Thin 
in the World The Biggest Thing on Earth, oat 
the professor’s later work, Pax Vobiscum, has 
been translated co Packs for Biscomb. 

It is not improbable that some of these cases 
will appear quite incredible to the reader, yet 
they are only common instances of the blunders 
which take place daily in a large public library. 
It is a noteworthy fact that comparatively few 
library borrowers are acquainted with the 
works of Shakespeare, but prefer modern 
fiction of the *‘ shocker” type to the beauties 
of the Bard of Avon. It may be accounted for 
in some way that their tastes are probably 
similar to those of the i of twenty who 
told us ‘‘he was sick of Shakespeare; why 
couldn’t he write English instead of indulging in 
that thee and thou business?” The following 
anecdote came to the writer from across the 
“herring pond” and though the authenticity 
of it cannot be vouched for, it nevertheless 
illustrates an amusing incident in public 
library life : 

At one of the libraries in Cincinnati a young 
woman walked up to the desk and said “Give 
me a good shaking.” 

The young man blushed to the roots of his 
hair, and, after a moment’s hesitation, pulled 
himself together sufficiently to stammer: ‘ Er 
—er—whao is it by?” 

“George Macdonald, I think,” 
answer. 

Then he hustled round fora time and at last 
found out that what she wanted was ‘‘ A Rough 
Shaking.” The young man’s nerves were un- 
strung for the rest of the day. 
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Captain— What's that you've got, O'Hara? 


Roundsman O'Hara—Socoiety as Oi hov 


found it, sorr.—Zife. 








Wabash Line. 


The banner route. Oaly 14 hours Toronto to 
Chicago, 24 hours to St. Louis, 35 hours to Kan- 
sas City. Quickest and best route from Canada 
to the west. The only line running the Palace 
Reclining Chair Cars ‘seats free) from Detroit. 
Finest sleeping and chair carsonearth. Ask 
your nearest ticket agent for tickets and time 
tables via this line. J. A. Richardson, Cana- 
dian passenger agent, 28 Adelaide street east, 
Toronto. 





Girls and Flowers, 


A genial old gentleman was buying violets 
from the flower girl on Broadway. ‘ Wel, 
I'm getting to be a pretty old customer, eb, 
Katie?” he observed, as he arranged the flowers 
in the lapel of his overcoat. 

**You’ve been buyin’ flowers a good many 
years, sir. but you’re not old yet,” replied Katie, 
with the shrewd flattery of her sex. ‘I like to 
see a gentleman wear flowers, especially a 
middle-aged gentleman. That shows his heart 
ain’t growin’ old, an’ it shows he likes what's 
sweet an’ clean. I notice a lot of gentlemen 
lose their grip in that way when they get 
along.” 

‘*How do you mean they lose their grip, 
Katie?” asked the gentieman. 

**Oh, they get over carin’ for vi'lets when 
they get married an’ has families,” replied the 
flower girl. ‘I see a lot of young fellers 
dressed up fine, goin’ along here for a few 

ears, an’ they all wear flowers in their coats. 

hey are all bright, just like the flower, and 
you can’t help likin’ ‘em for it. That's when 
they're mashersa an’ when the girls care fer 
‘em. Then they get married, an’ the first 
thing they drop is the flowers from their coats. 
That takes away all their brightness, an’ then 
it does seem as if they go sort ot dusty, an’ as 
if their hats were old or not brushed. Once in 
a while, though, a gentleman gets married an’ 
grows a little old, an’ still he buys vi'lets, like 
you do, sir. Then I think he must be a nicer 
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ez decoratin’, Mrs. Murphy ? 


Me, Rvley—F why are } 
Mes. Murphy—Me b'y nie is comin’ home th’ day. 
Mr. Ryley—I t’ought it wuz fer foive years he wuz sint up? 


Mra. 


Murphy—He wuz; but he got a year off fer 
Mr. Ryley—An’ sure it must be a great comfort 


behavyure. 
ye to have a good b’y loike that !—Puck, 


srt of man than the rest, an’ probabl 
happy at home with a d wife an’ children, 
he old gentleman blushed and hemmed and 
hawed. 
“Humph! Haw—what's the price of those 
roses, Katie? They look very fresh.” 
‘Two dollars a dozen, sir, and they're fresh 
cut this morning.” 
‘“*Humph! Haw—well, pick out two dozen 
nice ones and send them to my wife. Here! 
This is my card. Good morning, Katie.” 
‘*That’s a nice gentleman,” said Katie to 
herself as the customer walked away. “I 
ess I reminded him of his wife, though. 
hat’s the way with the best of em. They 
never forget their own buttonholes, but they 
think a woman don’t need any more roses after 
her hair begins to get gray.” 


tached itself to the bride's hair, was seen to 
glow with dazzling brightness. Cigars sni 
coffee were served and the cigars were lighted 
by an electric lighter, while coffee was prepai ed 
in full view o 

heater. 

The a that were made were liberally 
applauded by an electric kettledrum placed 
under the table. As the company dispersed, 
the electric current set off a novel pyrotechn c 
display, amidst the crimson glare of which the 
festivities ended, 


the company by an electric 











We Will Tell You How to Save a Few Dol- 
lars Travelling to New York 


You have a beautiful sail across the lake by 
the staunch steamer Empress of India, which 
leaves Geddes’ wharf at 3.40 p.m. daily, except 
Sundays, connecting with the Erie Railway 
solid train from Port Dalhousie, costing only 
oe ; Toronto to New York, round trip, $18.20, 

ou can also leave via Grand Trunk at 
1.10 p.m., 4.55 p.m.and1llp.m., Onthe4.55 p.m. 
train the Erie run a handsome vestibule Pull- 
man sleeper, Toronto to New York. Dining 
cars attached to all trains for meals. For 
tickets and full information apply to oo 
Empress of India and Grand Trunk. 8S, J. 
Sharp, 19 Wellington street East, Toronto. 


is which in some unexplained manner had at- 








As Seen by Unaccustomed Eyes. 





The fence is 
high and the chainis strong, and a sense of 
safety and satisfaction comes over the woman, 
something like that which comes to her when 
she uses “Sunlight” Soap, and sees how it 
does away with hard work and turns toil into 

| ease. Then she is safe in the knowledge that 

this Soap cannot harm the tenderest skin or 
finest fabric. For purity it has no equal, 

Try it. 


J. PICOT, Paris, SOLE PROPRIETOR. 


LESSIVE 
PHENIX 


Makes Hard Water Soft. 


Makes White Clothes Whiter. 


There’s no cause for fear here. 





Pat (politely accosting lady with fashionable 
trailing skirt)—Mum, I beg pardon, but hadn’t 
yez betther give yure suspenders a hitch ?— 
Judge. ; 








A Great Disappointment. 


Kind Gentleman—What’s the matter, Bubby? 

Bubby—Boo, hoo! They was a picnic yesti- 
day, an’ I wouldn't go ’cause I thort they 
wouldn’t have nothin’ nice ter eat. 

Did thev ? 

Yes. Boo, hoo! I jus’ heard they had so 
much ice-cream an’ cake that they was all sick, 
boo, hoo !|—Good News. 


ee 


Hors de Combat. 


Deacon—Will your father take the Sunday 
school class to-day, Willie? 

William—Nope. 

Deacon—Father under the weather, Willie? 

William—Nope ; he was under the bed when 
I left home. He had a dispute about Solomon 
and ma had the flat-iron. 











Makes Flannels Soft and Clean. 


Makes Fruit Stains Vanish. 
Makes Tin Like Silver. 
Makes Paint Like New. 

Makes Glassware Brilliant. 
















Where Freedom Shines. 
Foreigner—This may be a free country, but I 


Makes Earthenware Spotless. 


Makes Windows Like Crystal. 
Makes Baths and Sinks Clean 
and Bright. 
THE ONLY ARTICLE THAT WILL 
CLEAN ZINC. 
For sale by Grocers ard Druggists Everywhere. 


FACTORY IN MONTREAL. 


EVANS AND SONS, soLe AGENTS. f 
HAVE YOU TENDER FEET? 





don’t see that the freedom has any effect on 
the people. Such a patient, meek, subdued lot 
of humanity I never saw in my life. Ishould 
think a free-born American would act as if he 
were monarch of all he surveyed. 
Native—Wait until you see a passenger-car 
brakeman who expects soon to be a conductor. 











An Electric Wedding. 


A recent wedding in America was the cause 
of a novel experiment. No sooner had the 
invited guests been comfortably seated at table 
than the room burst into a flood of light from 
numerous varicolored incandescent electric 
lamps hidden among the decorations. The en- 
trance of the bride and bridegroom was wel- 
comed by the automatic ringing of electric 
bells and the playing of electrical musical 
ae, . : i IF YOU HAVE 

ter the first course the room was plunge ’ 
into semi-darkaess, when suddenly, from the Flett Ss Foot Powders 
floral decorations upon the table, there glowed 
tiny electric re me only the Sonete, bes WILL CURE THEM 
the interior of the transiucent vases in whic — 
some ot them were gathered, scintillated wih} FF LETT’'S DRUG STORE 


flashes of light. 
After a while a miniature electric larap 482 Queen Street West, Toronto 











The most popular regiment 


SCOURINE 


The most popular soap 


For cleaning a d polishing military accoutrements, 
band instruments and everything pertaining 
to a soldier. 


MAKES HOUSEWORK EASY 


The ladies all know it. Use it and have your 
servants use it. 


ASK YOUR GROCER 





UMBRELLAS - - 


Best Stock in the 
City at 


H. E. CLARKE & CO.S 


105 King Street West 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
twated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


8 abeoriptions will be received on the following terms: 


cent spirit of charity. 


ee ee renee an NIGHT never saw seven hundred happier people, 
Clie Mei has. coc te ee and it is to be hoped that its readers will en- 
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Our Christmas Number Prize | Goh much t 


Competitions. 


HE fame of 
SATURDAY 
NiGcutr's 
Christmas 
Number is 
too well es- 
tablished to 
require any 
previous 
words of de- 
scription. 
As in the 
past, the 
number 
now in preparation will be Canada’s choicest 
literary and artistic production for the year, 
and all the leading litterateurs and artists of 
the Dominion will be represented in its pages. 
In accordance with the custom as established 
last year, SatrUrpDAy Nicut will again en- 
deavor to discover and encourage amateur 
talent by two prize story competitions. 

For the best short story of not more than 
four thousand words, or less than two thou- 
sand, a first prize of $30 will be given. For 
second best a prize of $20, and for third best a 
prize of $10. The scenes of these stories must 
be Canadian, and all MSS. submitted to the 
editors will become the property of this paper ; 
but those which do not receive a prize will, if 
published, be paid for at regular rates. 

For the best children’s story, to consist of not 
less than fifteen hundred or more than twenty- 
five hundred words, $20 will be paid, and for 
second best, $10. 

For the best poem, not to consist of more 
than twenty lines, $10 will be given. 

These prizes are not large, and are simply in- 
tended to develop a few more coutributors to 
Canadian literature. 

The publishers do not make themselves re- 
sponsible for any manuscript submitted for 
their inspection, and the following rules must 
be observed: All manuscripts are to be writ- 
ten legibly on one side of a half-sheet of 
foolscap and in ink or by the typewriter. 
A nom de plume should be signed to the 
manuscript, and a sealed envelope containing 
the name and address of the writer and bear- 
ing on the outside the same nom de plume as 
the manuscript, must accompany it. All manu- 
scripts intended for this competition, if not 
marked “ Prize Competition,” will be treated 
as regular contributions to our weekly edition. 

In addition to the literary excellence of this 
year’s Christmas Number, it is desired to make 
the illustrations as interesting as possible to 
Canadian readers, To obtain this the publish- 
ers draw attention to a photographic compe- 
tition, hitherto unattempted by a Canadian 
publication. 

For the best photograph of a Canadian winter 
scene, $15 will be given; and for the best 
photograph of a Canadian summer scene $10 
will be paid. Competitors must give the 
locality of the scene and the month in which 
the picture was taken, and follow the same 
rules as to nom de plume, ete., as are detailed 
above. 

Also for the best photograph of a Canadian 
girl or child a prize of $15 will be given, and 
for second best $10 will be paid. The names of 
the persoas photographed will not be given and 
the pictures will be reproduced and idealized 
by the best processes that money can procure, 

To rank in any of these competitions every- 
thing must be on hand before October 1, and 
as those stories and poems first received must 
necessarily be most carefully read, competitors 
are advised to send them in as soon as possible. 


in ordinary use. Knowing the interest you 
take in all efforts to make the people sing, 
I take the oe of submitting a few lines 
on the subject which may prove of interest 
to the readers of your entertaining column. 

The time has passed for a Tonic Salfaist to 
apologize for the “faith that is in him;” the 
results of the method are so palpable to an 
ordinary observer that any apology is now 
together superfluous. Rather have we cause 
to be proud of asystem which teaches “ one 
thing at a time, the thing before the sign, and 
the easy before the difficult” points which 
every teacher will recognize as being the very 
soul of pedagogy. All true musicians aim at 
teaching the thing—music. Notation is simply 
so many arbitrary signs, and the simpler these 
are the more attention can the student bestow 
on the thing—music. 

We claim that the Tonic Solfa notation gives 
pupils these requirements: It gives the maxi- 
mum of music with the minimum of notation ; 
has one sign for one thing, and all signs of the 
most simple character, hence the student is 
never in doubt as to the toue required or its 
duration. Small wonder then at the marvel- 
ous success which has attended the ivtro- 
duction of the method whenever it has 
had a fair trial; at schools made resonant 
with song, church choirs reinforced, homes 
made happier and lives made _ brighter. 
Who can estimate the immense influence for 

the school teachers of Toronto are exert- 
ng on our future citizens by means of the 
ordinary school singing lessons, which, alas, 
are often so little valued by the parents? Asif 
the child were to be taught nothing but what 
is necessary to mere existence, making of man 
a mere wage-earning machine and ignoring the 
fact that he has also an immortal soul. 

Is it surprising that so — of our young 
people go astray, and seek their recre- 
ation in the saloon and other question- 
able amusements, when all their school 
life has been passed in a mere drudgery 
of preparing to ‘“edrn a living” with- 
out any preparation for employing that leisure 
without which health cannot be maintained? 
Think of the refining influence exerted by 
music, and its value will be apparent, for 

Of all the hearts beneath the Heaven, 

That man has found, or God has given, 

None bears the soul so clear away 

As music’s soothing, melting sway. 
None, none! 

The founder of the system adopted as his 
motto, “We aim to make all the people 
and their children sing, and to sing 
for noble ends.” This is our object. 
We aim at cultivating the ears and voices of 
our pupils from their earliest childhood so 
that they will never rememberatime when 
they did not sing. By those who enter our 
public schools we find that 98 per cent. are 
capable of being taught to sing, so that the 
common excuse, ‘‘I cannot sing,” or ‘‘I have 
no voice,” simply indicates want of training 
when the musical ear and voices of pupils were 
most susceptible of development, rather than 
lack of ability. ALEX'R T. CRINGAN, 

Toronto, July 17, 1891. 


The above letter was crowded out of last 
week's issue, and I am glad that a paucity of 
musical news this week makes it possible to 
insert Mr. Cringan’s appeal. This gentle- 
man has been fighting the battle of Sol-fa in 
Toronto for five years, and I think he may con- 
gratulate himseif on the victories he has won. 
When the war began I ranged myself on the 
side of the staff notationists, chiefly because I 
could not see the sense of learning French in 
order to speak English, which seemed 
to me to be about as logical as learning 
Sol-fa in order to become a_ better 
staff reader. All men are likely to form de- 
cided opinions and some are likely to havea 
change of view forced upon them by the logic 
of facts, I have changed mine in consequence 
of what I have seen in the schools and in my 
own family as a result of the Sol-fa work, 
When a child forms an immediate mental con- 
clusion—and a correct one at that—of the pitch 
of any note indicated by a sign, all the while 
never losing mental sight of the key note, the 
system which accomplishes such resulis cannot 
ee be far wrong. The practical effect cannot be 
Saturday Night’s Fresh Air gainsayed, and I freely admit that lama partial 


Excursion convert to Sol-fa. 














’ : I believe in giving everybody achance to sing, 
elm ean SS and I know that more singers will be made by 
eucuruion thier the’ palwless of the aid of Sol-fa than by any of the staff 
‘hn Weeats Aly Beak: aan © wna methods. By “singers,” I mean those who 
eiaieniad tebe in eldest will sing because they can read a mode of 
Nrawr's seadett, e0:tialessenen music notation, not vocally trained singers. 
. : ’ That there are good staff methods can- 


of it were paid by those of them 
F : not be denied, but the results are not 
who have so liberally subscribed to this meri- as great or as prompt as by the Sol-fa. Much 


torious charity. The modest representative of of this may be due to the enthusisem which 


this paper felts proper sense of pleasure in Sol-fa evokes from those who come under its 
well-doing as he stepped on board, shortly influence, and to the fact that this enthusiasm 


after two o'clock, knowing as he did that the 
’ , makes good teachers, In this case, the expla- 
exertions of the paper to which he was attached | 1 aion becomes an argument in favor of Sol-fa. 


conjointly with those of the big-hearted and | ,-, 

untiring Mr. Kelso and his band of workers, precoated i cage baa 
were responsible for the joyousness of the faists in the matter of teaching the ane 
seven hundred mothers, children and babies tion to the staff method. They are ole 
on board. Later on, when he lent « hand in| ,uman beings after all, and human natare is 
filling the mugs with milk and distributing the opposed to eventually teaching what you have 
biscuits, his sense of virtuous benevolence been warring against, The course 2 Sol-Fa 
reached its climax. The excursion lasted just | },ook« in use here includes this transition, and 
three hours and ten minutes, and, cespite the | time will show how truly and how efticiently 
coolness of the day, was delightful. The| this will be taught. The staff notation isa 
steamer Eurydice embarked at twenty minutes | yniversal language, and without the power of 
past two and steamed slowly as far as Lorne | reading this language most of the music in the 
Park, when without landing it returned to the world is a sealed book, and those who are en- 
city. The little folks and mothers were chiefly trusted with the Sieestien of our schools must 
from the south-western part of the city, and | peep » watchful eye on this very point. 

the boys only numbered about one quarter of ° 

the whole excursion. Boys are in the habitof| The English musical journals still make 
knocking round the wharves and on the whole | reference to the vexed question of Trinity 
get a good many more cubic inches of fresh air | College, Toronto, musical degreas, granted in 
than their mothers and sisters, and for this | absentia. Eminent counsel have given an 
reason, which commends itself to all subscribers opinion that Trinity College has by its charter 
to the fund, more attention is paid to the com- | the power to grant degrees in this wise. I 
fort of the female sex. On board the Eurydice the | believe the Privy Council declined to act, as 
girls and mothers were upon the upper deck | requested by the English universities, in 





while the boys were kept below hatches, which 
arrangement reacted to the enjoyment of all. 
Forty-eight gallons of milk were drunk, this 
milk having been generously donated by Clark 
Bros., who, by the way, donate all the milk 
used on these excursions, while many other 
local tradesmen have shown the same benefi- 
Another thing noticed 
was the cleanliness and decency of apparel of 
all, though, as usual, the girls showed the 
most love for finery. On the whole SATURDAY 


able it to call many more such excursions its 


DEAR METRONOME,— Permit me to thank you 
for the kind remarks on the Tonic Solfa system 
which appeared in your column last Saturday. 
It is always gratifying to know that our efforts 

hile the Tonic Solfa system 

is doing much to popularize music among the 

masses, there is still a large number of people 

who have no definite idea of its objects and 

are in doubt as tothe wisdom of introducing a 

system which differs so —— from those 
n 
















































































































more examinations in England. 
* 


its annual meeting, but 
away in Europe. 


inanition, It would not be like him. 
« 


Auditorium on November 17. 
visit only the larger 
afraid that Toronto will 
The company at present 


contralti. 


Reskze; the  baritones, 


Sigurd, and Gluck’s Orfeo. 
& 
I understand that Mr. Cossitt, of Messrs. 


of Bond street Congregational church. 
METRONOME, 


The Drama. 


MONG the group of 
young ladies who 
during the last two 
seasons became the 
favorites of Toronto 
theater-goers, none 
was more sweet and 
modest than Leonore 
Snyder of the Duff 
Opera Company. She 
has visited Toronto but three times, and her 
last appearance here was as Michaela, in Car- 
men, in Apri! lsst, She is now the new prima 
donna at D'Oyley Carte’s Savoy Theater, and 
to the interviewer of the Pall Mall Gazette 
she spoke as follows, recently : 

‘“*No,” she said, “I shall never forget or 
weary of the old home at Indianapolis. I was 
born and brought up there. Mother, the best 
of mothers—I wonder if everybody’s mother is 
as good to them as mine is to me—is, as you 
know, with me here. Father is at home, look- 
ing after his business. But he is coming to see 
us in August, and we shall then be en famille, 
I am their only child. 

** When did I begin to sing? Why, I have 
been singing ever since 1 wore bibs and tuckers, 
at least they tell me so. Indianapolis is a city 
of song. The services in many of the churches 
are fully choral. Then we have our opera 
houses and our musical societies. At fourteen 
I sang the solos in President Harrison's Pres- 
byterian Church, and also was soloist in the 
Mannerchor and Lyra musical societies. My 
old master, Carl Barus, a German—my father 
is of German extraction, my mother belongs to 
an old American family—took from the first a 
great interest in me, Alexander Ernestinoff, a 
Russian noble in exile, was my other tutor. 
They gave me too much to do more than once. 
You will see from these old programmes that 
they thought nothing of putting me down for 
three or four solos from the great masters. 
Here is one, as you see, with a _ selec- 
tion from the Barber of Seville, Mignon, 
Robert the Devil, and a ballad. 

“Yes! Those were happy times. Such music 
I can really revel in. It’s the world I live in. 
I sometimes wonder if the same great sweet 
things will be written again. But for one of 
those shifts which come to everybody, I might 
have gone on singing those swee< old things 
till to-day. Our church, like most churches, 
was in debt, and the plan suggested to get 
rid of the debt was three performances of The 
Pirates of Penzance. I had never acted, but 
the solo part fell to me, The performances 
were a success. Everybody was pleased. 
Father was pleased, and news of the play got 
to a friend of his, who was interested in such 
matters, in Philadelphia. In a few weeks an 
engagement was offered tome. We American 
girle don’t fear, and I was behind the footlights 
at atime that, so far as I know, the English 
young lady is at work onherscales. King Cole 
Il. was a success. Then came a longer con- 
tract with Mr. J. C. Duff. We played in New 
York and on tour. 

“Touring in America isa worry. It wears 
you out. Besides the long journeys, there is 
often aconstant change of bill. I remember 
once having to get up the part of Dorothy at 
thirty-six hours’ notice, and that when travel- 
ing nearly the whole time. How came I to 
come to England? Why, we had just got 
round when one day, in the street in New 
York, I met Mr. Stetson ; he introduced me to 
Mr, D'Oyley Carte, who said he would like to 
hear me sing. He came. The results were 
that I got a release and sang in New York for 
him, night in and night out, with Miss Pal- 
liser. The season over, Mr. and Mrs, Carte 
asked me if I would like to come to England, 
They did not altogether like itat home. But 
we compromised. Mother and father came 
with me. And round I went with the Savoy 
provincial company. So you see if I am not 
known in London I am known out ofit. The 
tour came to an end, and after seeing Eng- 
land, Scotiand, and Ireland we went home—I 
to carry out an engagement, and besides I was 
home-sick. The few months that have passed 
since then have been busy ones, and I was just 
looking forward, with five engagements under 








the direction of preventing Trinity from 
granting her musical degrees to English- 
men who wrote for the exams, in Eng- 
land, and suggested that the universities 
who felt themselves aggrieved might proceed 
against Trinity in the law courts, This has 
not been done, but I also believe that Trinity 
has for the present concluded not to hold any 


I have had some enquiries as to why the 
Canadian College of Organists did not meet 
this year. I am a little surprised that this 
much fought-over organization has missed 
I fancy the 
reason is that so many of its chief officers are 
I do not fear that Mr. F. H. 
Torrington will let this pet child of his die of 


Mr. Abbey has a magnificent slate for his 
opera company which opens at the Chicago 
It will 
cities and I am 
not see them, 

arranged for 
includes Albani, Lehmann, Eames, Pettigiani, 
Sofia Ravagli, Mathilde Bauermeister, Ida 
Klein, Marie Vanzandt, Sofia Scalchi, Jane 
Devigne, and Julia Ravagli as soprani and 
The tenori are: Fernando Val- 
lero, Giamni Griffoni, Paul Kalisch, Victor 
Capoul, Robert Vanni, Rinaldini, Jenn De 
Antonio Magini, 
Coletti, Jean Marlahoura, Augostino Carbone, 
Edvardo Camera; and the bassi, Jules Vinche, 
Enrico Serbelim, Lodovico Viviani, Antonio 
Devascheppi, and Edourado de Reezke. The 
repertoire consists of no fewer than thirty-two 
operas, six of which, Mignon, Lakme, Le 
Prophete, Carmen, Faust, Romeo and Juliet, 
will be givenin French. Three of the operas 
will be new to the American public. They are 
Cavalleria Rusticana, by Mascagni, Reyer’s 


Mason and Risch, has been appointed organist 















































my thumb, when a message came from Mr. 
Carte reminding me of a promise that I had 
made when I said good-bye to him last August. 
It was that if he was able to offer methe Savoy 
Theater and a leading part I would come back 
to England. So here I am. 

“No,” she said, in conclusion, “I think I am 
not a great dancer. I suppose it is my old 
puritan spirit. But I am getting rid of my 
aversion, for discipline, I mean doing or find- 
ing,out how to do what falls to your lot in a 
part, is my idea of the actor.” 

. 


' The very startling question was put toa 
popular and pretty actress ata jolly supper: 
“Do you ever rehearse stage kisses?” 

The young lady smiled and replied that she 
always did. : 

** Not repeatedly,” she said, ‘* but just once, 
I don’t care to be surprised by a peculiar sort 
of kiss on the night of the performance, so I 
always have an actor show beforehand just 
how he is going todoit. There is nothing in 
acting that I dread so much as a kiss. No, 
I’m not a prude, and do not suffer from the 
actual contact of a polite and good-looking fel- 
low’s lips, but there are more chances of 
disaster in a stage kiss than in almost any 
other action in the drama. . 

“In the first place it is apt to disturb my 
make-up. Then the actor may be a nervous 
man and pull away my wig, if I'm wearing one, 
or he may clutch me so tight that when he lets 
me gol lose my balance and get laughed at. 
My worst stage experience resulted from a kiss, 
It was in a scene of immense pathos, while 
I’m hanging about my lover’s neck, who is 
being taken to prison. The actor who played 
the part of the wooer was an awfully nice 
fellow, and not in the least disagreeable to 
hang to. I did so with extra tenacity on the 
night in question, and I noticed he tried to free 
himself of me, 

** But I clung on tight and glued my face to 
his. ‘Let me go!’ he gasped, and tried to 
drag back, but I pressed my face still closer, 
determined to get a lot out of the scene. Sud- 
denly, as I was rapturously kissing him, he 
sneezed. Oh, what a sneeze it was! Itseemed 
to start from his boots, and I bounded away 
from him, dazed by the shock. Then I heard 
aroar of laughter in the audience, and saw 
my lover rushing from the stage with one sec- 
tion of his black mustache missing. 

**There was another speech before the act 
should have ended, but the stage manager did 
not wait tor it. He rang down the curtain and 
then informed me that I had better return the 
actor’s mustache to him. When I reached my 
dressing-room I found a big piece of the false 
mustache sticking to my chin. I had not kissed 
it away ; the actor lost it in the sneeze.” 


. 

Rose Coghlan’s next season, the first under 
her own management, opens August 24, at the 
New Park Theater, New York. She again 
assumes male attire in her new play, Dorothy’s 
Dilemma, which is from the German of Von 
Moser. Her business arrangements are looked 
after by Mr. John T. Sullivan, who also still 
continues as her leading man. Miss Coghlan’s 
company this year will be far stronger than 
heretofore, William Redmund, Helen Rus- 
sell and Rachel Booth are three important 
engagements announced. After playing four 
to six weeks in New York City Miss Coghlan 
makes a lengthy tour in the western and 
south-western states. She will be seen here 
during the winter. She is now considering 
a flattering offer to visit Australia next sum- 


mer, 
* 


Last season may have been the last one for 
unauthorized performances of Uncle Tom's 
Cabin. Numerous traveling companies used 
the play last autumn, winter and spring, in 
tents, town halls, village opera houses, and 
occasionally in the theaters of the big cities. 
Not one of these bands paid a cent to Harriet 
Beecher Stowe, the authoress of the story; 
nor has she ever received, since the original 
stage vers‘on of her book by the Howards 
in Troy, N. Y., any of the great profit made by 
the impersonators of the characters which 
she created, At first she could not have pre- 
vented the actors from appropriating her pro- 
perty. The copyright law at that time did not 
defend a published book against dramatiza- 
tion. Another reason was that she sold 
the manuseript outright to the publisher, 
and to him belonged any possible stage 
rights. A third reason was that she was 
religiously comdemnatory of theatricals, and, 
if she could have controlled the matter at all, 
she would have prohibited the performances 
instead of drawing revenue from them. It is 
less than ten years since she consented to wit- 
ness a stage representation of Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin. Then her brother, Henry Ward 
Beecher, induced her to do it. Her anti- 
theatrical doctrines had been much modified by 
that time, and she was pleased and entertained. 
Not long after that she declined in mentality. 
She lives at her old home in Hartford, in fair 
physical health for so old a woman, but quite 
irrational. Her close neighbor is Mark Twain, 
the grounds of whose oddly handsome residence 
touch corners with her garden. It is the 
humorist, famous for his success in turaing his 
comicality into cash, who is resolved to secure 





























































Geraniums. 


Por Saturday Night. 





Out of the letter that came from my friend. 
A epray of scarlet geranium fell, 

A little tribute of love to send, 
A brief, sweet story of love to tell ; 

Days that thrilled with a new, giad tone, 
Books and flowers and notes and waiks, 

Evenings languorous, dreamy, alone, 

Such witching waltzes never were known, 
With stolen bite of delicious talke. 


Moonlight glinte on the fallen 


Diamond gleams of the frosted spraye, 
A world all beautiful, all aglow 

In the rosy flush of those love-lit days ; 
I gave you a scarlet boutonnier, 


And fastened with a golden 


dart, 


The starry blooms in my curling hair 
You said you pinned with your kisses there, 
And fettered them to my beating hea: t. 


Voices of birds and flutter of wings, 
New home nests in the leaves of May, 


in one, the perfume cf all the 


springs ; 


We parted awhile, sweetheart, one day, 


And knew not it was for ever. 


Ah, fair ! 


My pearl, my darling, bounds in to me,. 
There's nothing the matter, a flower is there,, 
Just say to Papa, I'll touch my hair, 

And fasten it in, ere I come to tea. 


EMMA FLAYTER SRABURY. 


Love’s I nfluence. 





Por Saturday Night. 


L 
Once Cupid visited my dame, 
With tossing locks and wings a 


fivme, 


He kissed her lips and kissed her eyes, 
Whispering thousand fantasies, 
Laughed and leapt and sang amain, 
Showering on her gifts like rain : 


A crown of lilies for her brow, 
In her hand a laden bough 
Of apple blossom, pink and wh’ 


ite. 


Laughed and leapt in gay delight, 
Made as though he’d aim his dart 


Right into the lady’s heart ; 
Repenting, dropt it at her feet 


Upon the grase where she must see’t, 
Then waved his wings, which thereby sent 
Down balmy odors ere he went. 


1. 
Since which time her breath, I 


swear, 


With sweeter fragrance fills the air, 
And her bright eyes by Cupid’s kies 
Still made brighter are by this, 


While her cheek possesses now 


The flushing of the apple bough. 
And her lips, now wild, now wise, 


Utter thousand fantasies, 

And as I listen, love enrapt, 
To hear her proved a pupil apt 
I see that wilful Cupid’s art 


Has taught her also that his dart 
Has power to scathe, to wound, to bring 


All those who see her worshipp 


Since which time no day goes by 


That she neglects to let it fly, 


And I, whose heart was hers before, 
Am daily wounded more and more. 
Joseruine Wee.ine. 


“As a Tale That Is 
Por Saturday Night. 





Sunrise over the hills : 


Told.” 


Birds awaking, their sweet songs trilling, 
The world with musical rapture thrilliog— 


The sun creeps over the hills. 


Noontide on a summer day : 


Bees hum drowsily in the clover, 
Tired flowers droop the wide world over, 


Hot and dusty the way. 


Sunset across the river : 


The last beame rest like the bleseing of peace 
After the toil and the turmoil cease — 


One more day gone forever. 


Twilight over all: 


Never a sound save the gathering breez2, 
Night winds whispering through the trees, 


Twilight shadows fall. 
Starlight cold and clear : 


Like far-cff lamps in the blue above 
Each star a meséage of tender love, 


Angel eyes ever near. 
Moonlight flooding the land : 


Angels’ silver wings covering all, 
Blessings of peace on the stil! world fall, 


Gift of an unseen hand. 


L’ Abandon. 





For Saturday Night. 


Pauiine Vasiier. 


Little brooklet madly rushing, 
Stay thy course for one brief hour, 


Liaten to a heart's repining 
And re-echo evermore. 


This refrain from one who moaneth 
From a heart, sti)l as thine own 
Waters, when wintry winds depriveth 


Them cf love, warmth from 


For his coming I have waited 


the sun. 


Through such desolate, dreary days-— 
But “‘ He cometh not,” ‘tis fated, 
And life’s harp-string’s tuneless lays, 


Are as a robin's note of sorrow 


Chanted for her lost in vain, 
And repeats each day’s to-mor: 
No, he will not come again. 


Bear the refrain to old ocean, 
Sobbing ceaselessly through 
Of a hopeless heart's devotion 


That his tears may flow with 


Aloha ! 





to Mrs. Stowe and her heirs all the future value | For Saturday Night. 
The eun has set long in the weet ; 


in Uncle Tom's Cabin asa play. It should be ex- 
plained, lest his enemies construe his interest as 
selfish, that he has no notion of sharing in the 
income which may result from his action, 
A bill has been prepared for introduction in 
Congress at his request, and the substance of 
it is that hereafter any old book of American 
authorship may, through a process of recopy- 
righting, acquire the same protection that a 
new work can obtain. It is said that Twain 
got the promise of advocacy for this measure 
by influential senators and congressmen, and 
that it may become a law in time to be opera- 
tive next winter. This news will strike terror 
to the Uncie Tommers, as the players of Uncle 
Tom's Cabin are nicknamed, It is expected 
that most of them will pay a moderate royalty, 
and so stick to the timeworn but still potent 
drama, thus ylelding a fair fortune to Mrs, 


le not, being of unsound mind, 
ee oun which could not be ; but 
the understanding is that her which is 


to found a memorial charity with the money, 
would be carried out by her relatives. Hardly 
another play than U Tom's Cabin would be 
affected the Paget legislation t the 
Uncle Tommers will be distracted by appre- 
hensions of disaster in going out again on their 
tours, 





Aloha! 


row— 


time, 


mine. R. 


The song-birds sweet have gone to ri st ; 


Aloha bui! 


The silvery stare shine ia the eky, 
And I must say good-bye! good-bye! 


Aloha nui loa! 


Ah, love to thee | my soul! my care ! 


Al bal 


Heaven guard thee safe ! I breathe a prayer, 


Aloha nui! 


Yon silvery etare their vigile keep, 
God's angel-eyes watch o'er thy sleep, 


Aloha nui loa ! 


A Murmur, 





For Saturday Night. 


Had I a fortune half I'd give, 
And think it well expended, 

If I could fore short time live 
Before my hfe is ended. 


THE ANSWER. 


Nora Lavensr 


Nay, trouble not, nor weary, pine 


O'er what cannot be mended. 


Exsract tne good, some must be thine, 


Before thy life ie ex ded. 


L. deL. BL 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 








Noted People. 


. The Sultan of Turkey is at present an ardent 
student of German. 

Sir Edwin Arnold is an absent-minded man 
and is somewhat negligent in his attire. He 
has a mild eye, a calm fave and a general air of 
indifference. 

The Marquis of Salisbury recently sent a 
magnificent lot of strawberries with flowers 
and fruits to the Royal Horticultural Society 
show in London, 

Queen Victoria has presented an elephant to 
the Sultan of Morocco as a mark of her appre- 
ciation ot his offer to alleviate the evils of slave 
dealings in his dominions. 

B. L. Farjeon, the novelist, is an expert 
stenographer. He carries a note book with 
bim at all timer, and when an idea strikes him 
he jots it down for future use, 

John Lothrop Motley'’s daughter, Lady Har- 
court, lives in London, and has the reputation 
of being one of the cleverest and wittiest wo- 
men in English society. She is also extremely 
handsome, 

Carolus Duran Ifkes to load his fingers with 
riogs and to wear handsome silk linings to his 
coats. He excels in riding, guitar-playing, and 
fencing. He is popular on the boulevards and 
everybody in Paris knows him, 

The Prince of Wales is said to be a lightning 
change artist in the way of doffing his attire, 
He can get out of one suit into another in a 
twinkling, and as he is obliged to change his 
costumes several times a day the accomplish- 
ment is a valuable one to him. 















Tact. 


HERE is a maxim 

of conduct, not 
taught in the Sun- 
day schools nor ad- 
vocated in systems 
of morals, which, 
nevertheless, is in- 
stilled into men 
from infancy by 
their own needs 
and wants ; by the 
indirect teaching 
of their elders, as well as by early experience 
in the clashing of self-interest with other 
interest ; and, later in life, by stubborn circum- 
stance and rough competition. The maxim is, 
“Look out for Number One.” 

Now the quality or faculty known as “tact” 
is, in its essence, the very opposite of the pure- 
ly selfish principle involved in the interests of 
Number One. The rule of tact, therefore—I 
mean tact of the higher, genuine sort, as 
opposed to selfishness—may fitly be expressed 
in this other formula: ‘“‘ Look out for Number 
Two.” 

If people more generally grasped this simple 
rule and understood how completely it ex- 
presses the true idea of tact, they would, I 
think, more generally enjoy the pleasure of 
getting on easily with their fellows. They 
would have the pleasure of giving pleasure, 
too, and of doing so at very small cost to them- 
selves ; for the exercise of tact usuaily requires 
only a slight effort of thoughtfulness, or the 
moderate self-denial of refraining from some 
act or speech that may cause another person 












manners are based too largely on self-assertion, 
delusions of superiority, mutual rivalry and 
the snub defensive or offensive. The perfec- 
tion of unassuming tact is often found among 
folk of a much humbler sort, who, however, 
can not be counted upon for it, as a body, any 
more than the world of fashion can. 

Among nations, the English have developed 
the fine art of tact, perhaps, least of all; 
and I believe it would be no more than a just 
flattery to assign the leadership in it to 
Americans, because tact, as we employ it, de- 
pends less upon compliment and polite fiction 
than that of the French or Italians, and is 
more sincere. There is even a tendency among 
us to push this good trait to the faulty extreme 
of fettering true freedom of speech, in our 
heed for the feelings and sentiments of a 
multitude No amount of tact, properly ap- 
plied, can hurt or frustrate a good cause; but 
we are apt to forget that there are principles 
which rust continually be declared and in- 
sisted upon for the general good, and that 
frankness and earnestness may be perfectly 
combined with graciousness in so insisting 
upon them. I do not refer to the fastening 
upon the public by law special theories of diet 
in the matter of drink, which appears to me a 
false principle. Its advocates, moreover, are 
in no danger of letting tact overrule earnest- 
ness, But there are other things in which too 
great a deference to the many becomes a sub- 
servieace unwholesome both for the individual 
and for the public.—George Parsons Lathrop. 





Your attention is called to our Christmas 
Number Prize Competiiion. Partiy-lars on page 
six. 





A Royal Bride. 





Princess Louise of Schleswig-Hoistein is the grand-daughter of Queen Victoria, and the 
daughter of Princess Helena of England. She was recently married at Windsor to the Prince 
of Analt- Dessau, and the brilliancy of her wedding was enhanced, for those fond of looking on 
Royalty, by the presence of the Queen and of the German Emperor and Empress. 






to suffer needless embarrassment or pain. 
Richelieu and Mazarin employed their skill 

in tact for crafty ends, as all diplomatists 

have to, since they find velvet as indispensable 


Foreign papers announce that an engage- 
ment has been arranged between the young 
King of Servia and Princess Xenia, the daugh- 
ter of the Prince of Montenegro. The young 










In the Heat of the Day. 
The exchange editor of Belcher's Weekly was 





BLING. 


Sas det a 


lady is only eleven years of age. It has long 
been known that the Czar favored such a 
match. 

Mrs. U. S. Grant has all the love letters 
written to her by the general, then Lieutenant 
Grant, and said of them recently that during 
the four years of his absence every mail 
brought her a letter, every one of them full of 
sweet nothings, love, and war, and now and 
then some pressed leaves and flowers. 

Mra. Alexander, the British novelist, is of 
Irish parentage. A pen picture represents her 
as tall, handsome, somewhat portly of late 
years, endowed with a freshness of complexion 
that has defied middle age, with fair hair and 
blue eyes ; she is a striking figure anywhere, a 
charming companion and an admirable conver- 
sationalist. 

Rev. S. Baring Gould, the novelist, is nearly 
sixty years of age; his face is remarkably 
beautiful, reminding one of St. John as de- 
picted by some of the old masters. He hasa 
very intimate knowledge of the laboring 
class and the heroines of two of his strongest 
novels, Mehalah and Red Spider, are 
‘* daughters of the people.” 

Messonier’s successor in the presidency of 
the National Society of French Artists, Puvis 
de Chavennes, is the antithesis of his prede- 
cessor intellectually and physically. Intellec- 
tually, he is an idealist and a poet ; personally, 
a man of tall figure and snow-white hair; a 
thorough gentleman, elegant and fastidious. 
He is a man well advanced in years. 

The Queen of Spain's reason for retarding 
the completion of the palace which is being 
built at San Sebastian, has at last been di- 
vulged. The palace is being built privately by 
the Queen, and it is in order to prevent over- 
drawing her bank account that she has deter- 
mined to have the building finished only in the 
course of next year, when she will be able to 
pay the architects. 

Mark Twain has gone abroad, but he has 
lefc behind the manuscript of a new long story 
which will see publication during the coming 
winter. The title chosen for the story is The 
American Claimant, and its chief interest lies 
in the revival of the indomitable Colonel 
Sellers, who is the leading figure in the story. 
Sellers comes into possession of an English 
title, left him by his English relative, and the 
amusing portions of the story cluster around 
this fact. 

The Queen Regent of the Netherlands and 
her daughter declined the offer of a public re- 
ception during their recent visit to Amster- 
dam, They requested the city officials to use 
the money collected for the reception in feed- 
ing the poor. Consequently, more than thirty 
thousand poverty-stricken creatures received 
presents of food and money, and thirty-five 
thousand school children were provided with 
a breakfast. Each child received also a pho- 
tograph of the young queen, 

Bishop Wilberforce once came near going on 
strike himself, and by a threat of so doing he 
carried a point. Entering a crowded church in 
which he was to preach, one day, he escorted 
inside a lady whom he met at thedoor but who 
complained that there was no room. To his 
order to the beadle to find her a seat, that 
functionary replied that it was impossible. 
Thereupon the bishop declared: ‘‘Ob, if you 
don’t, I won’t preach!” A luxurious empty 
pew was quickly discovered. 


Eugene Bataille (‘‘Sapeck"), the prince of 
Parisian wags, recently ended his days in a 
mad-house at Clermont, where he had been 
confined since 1889. After a wild and merry 
youth as a student of the most approved 
Bohemian type in the Latin Quarter, he 
settled down asa lawyer. Once when he was 
arrested for causing an obstruction in the pub- 
lic thoroughfare by attracting attention as an 
extravagantly attired Ottoman, such a demon- 
stration was made in his favor by the youth of 
the Latin Quarter that the prefecture ordered 
his release, 

Eugene Field of Chicago, whose delicate 
humor and verses of pathos have given him a 
reputation not bounded by the confines of this 
country, is about forty-five years old. In per- 
sonal appearance he is long and lank, and the 
hair on his head and face is not abundant, The 
bump of veneration was evidently left out 
when he was made, and the higher the respect- 
ability of the victims of his jokes and jibes, the 
keener seems to be the enjoyment of the per- 
petrator, But underly this exterior is a 

enderneas for children, which is touching. Mr. 
Field lives q with his family, and his 
home is fi th books, many of them 
strange old tomes, which none but a real book- 
lover could crave. 

















































to their game of masquerade as blood and iron 
may be. Even Bismarck, the most downright 
and domineering of statesmen, knows—and 
none better than he—just when and how to 
soften the touch of his mailed hand in order 
to get hold of whatever he wants for the suc- 
sess of his plans—which, in one sense, may be 
called selfish. Many acandidate for congress 
or the legislature, or an aldermanic board, has, 
also, been known to display extraordinary 
tact in winning supporters before election 
and to suffer a still more extraordinary lapse 
and fall from the plane of that high virtue 
after securing the desired oftice. 

A good instance of tact was told me by a 
young actor of brilliant ability and excellent 
standing, who, in his early stage-days, played 
a minor partin the support of Edwin Bootb. 
The great tragedian, of course, could have no 
personal object to gain by respecting the 
amour propre of his youthful subordinate, 
yet, at rehearsal, instead of correcting the 
young man abruptly and autocratically in the 
presence of the whole company, he waited, 
took him aside afterward in the wings, and 
carefully glancing around to see that no one 
was listening, he said: ‘It seems to me my 
boy—mind, I don’t know, but I think—that 
your lines ought to be readin this way.” Then 
he proceeded to show the young man how com- 
pletely wrong he had been, by giving him the 
proper intonation and emphasis ; but so gently 
was it done that the apprentice was neither 
distressed nor disheartened, but on the con- 
trary was much encouraged by the master 
artist’s kindness. 

A curious illustration of the opposite prin- 
ciple, the total absence of consideration, is 
mentioned in the famous German zoologist, 
Ernst Haeckel’s account of his visit to Ceylon. 
On a walking trip through the coffee district 
of that “* Island of Rubies,” he was entertained 
at the houses of the English planters. In one 
of these, where he arrived before the dinner 
hour, his host informed him that he must ap. 
pear at table in a black tail-coat and white tie. 
Haeckel explained to him that, as he was 
journeying on foot, with very little baggage, 
he had not brought his dress-suit. But, not- 
withstanding this, when he came down to din- 
ner he was made to feel as awkward and 
uncomfortable as possible, by finding his host 
arrayed in black evening attire and the hostess 
in full dinner toilet. That planter and his 
wife, though hospitable, certainly had not the 
least conception of the true tact. 


It is rather easier to cite cases showing a dis- 
regard for the feelings of others in the details 
of daily intercourse than the contrary kind, 
for the reason that tact is unobtrusive and 
often consists more in what one does not do 
than in any act that commands notice. Still, 
by observing these negative examples, one con- 
stantly gets a clearer idea of what should be 
avoided ifone wishes to be tactful. We all 
know the hearty, good-natured fellow, who, 
without the least intention of beirg unplea- 
sant, assures you that in the summer resort to 
which you are going the drainage is bad and 
the water almost poisonous ; and, when you 
name the particular hotel you have chosen to 
stop at, exclaims: “‘ Really? l've never been 
there myself, but it always seemed tome a 
dirty sort of place. They say the Seaview is 
much better,” etc. 

There is, also, such a thing as being so 
anxious to please one individual that, in your 
anxiety, you become guilty of some frightful 
lapse in respect of others whose mental comfort 
is quite as important, like the Washington 
hostess who, desiring to impress certain friends 
with the great excellence of society at the 
capital, said, in answer to their compliments 
at one of her receptions and in the hearing of a 
number of other guests : ‘** But you can hardly 
judge of Washington society by this gathering. 
Our best people are not here to-day!" The list 
of these faux-pas is practically endless, and 


.| Punch's “Things One Would Rather Have 


Said Otherwise,” supply inexhaustible illustra- 
tion of them, 

Then again, there are people who eschew 
tact, on the theory that it interferes with 
truthfulness, Of course, it often involves a 
suppression of unnecessary or disagreeable 
truth ; but a decent reserve in this respect is a 
very good thing and far removed from false- 
hood, There is no monopoly of tact ; yet it is 
not a common possession, either, Fashionable 
aociety—that body of people who devote most 
of their time to social intercourse and have 
every means of perfecting its forms—ought to 
furnish an ideal standard of tact in daily prac- 
tice ; but it unfortunately does not, because its 








joy at his words. 








perspiring. It was very hot. The breeze that 
came through the open windows seemed to 
come as from some great furnace. The exchange 
editor leaned over his great table and placed 
his hands over his ears for a moment, and as 
he removed them the noises of the street 
rushed into his brain again with a great 
shriek, He hated everything. The hot breeze 
and the yellow glare and the noises; the 
rattling of the wagons; the newsboys and 
banana-men’s cries, and the throbbing sounds 
of many industries. 

Everything was glaring or grimy. The win- 
dows were frightfully dirty, and the pile of 
newspapers in one corner and the unused clips 
on his desk were turning an ugly, bilious 
yellow. Everything was dusty, his eyelashes 
even, and he had a harsh, dry choking in his 
throat and a dull pain in his head. He still 
clung to his shears, though he was not busy. 
He wished that there was something to do, but 
the foreman had plenty of copy, and at the 
moment he had not a single idea worth putting 
in words. So he leaned his chair back against 
the wall and rumpled his hair. Presently he 


closed his eyes, which made the black circles 


underneath them more apparent, and wonder- 


ed, not for the first time, if life were worth 


living. 

As he leaned there, however, it seemed to be 
the early morning ; before his gaze stretched a 
lovely wovuded ravine—a valley of winding 
water. He was on a footpath on one of its 
beech-clad sides and from his vantage point he 
could overlook it all and hear the water singing 
below. He could see the willows on either 
side of the stream and the beautiful effects of 
the mist rising among them. The dew was 
upon everything, upon the white tri/liums at his 
feet, for an hour defyingthe young sun. A few 
drops had even fallen from the overhanging 
branches upon the hair and face of the girl at 
his side and seemed to belie her soft laugh of 
And he was singing now. 
He knew not what words, only the glorious 
music, and the girl was looking at him with 
great, joyful, worshipping eyes. 

It was noon now, but it was cool within the 
verge of the pine woods, and the breeze sang 
in the branches overhead with a soft caressing 
strain. He was lying at the girl’s feet and he 
had been telling her all his hopes and aspira- 
tions. They were both quiet and thoughtful 
now, watching the hay-flelds stretching away 
tothe west. And now and then they could 
hear the voices of the men at work and the 
rattling of the harness as the horses drew the 
growing load from haycock to haycock. Fifty 
yards away on the gravelly stretch outside the 
wood a yellow bird was perched ona dry last 
year’s mullein stalk and incessantly calling to 
and answering his little green mate in the 
branches overhead. Suddenly the girl stooped 
forward and brushed some brown pine needles 
from his hair and as she drew away he caught 
her band and gently kissed it, and again she 
laughed a breathless, joyous laugh. 

His fancy lingered upon this scene until it 
seemed evening and sunset. Against the 
fiery red of the west the pine-covered hills 
stood out rugged and black, but to the east and 
south the sky was a soft pink. He was with 
her again. Now they were on the lake and the 
boat was gently rocking in the pink dappled 
waters. Toward the shore were many boats, 
but they were far out from any others and as 
the evening gradually darkened and the thin 
crescent of the moon grew gradually brighter 
someone in the other boats was singing, and 
he could feel the love in her eyes as they lis- 
tened. It was the hymn of the venetian boat- 
man: 

O Omnes Sacri Angeli, orate pro nobis ! 

During the few minutes in which the ex- 
change editor had been conjuring up these 
scenes he had absent-mindedly clung to his 
long shears, but his grasp which had been 
slowly relaxing was altogether loosened and 
they fell to the floor with a clatter. This 
brought the young man to himself, and he let 
the four legs of his chair come down with a 
mighty bang. ‘‘ Confound the race of girls any- 
way,” he said aloud. “She never thought 
enough of me to walk with me in the woods or 
do more than laugh with scorn if I suggested 
it. And if I was at the lake to-night I would 
be unhappy on the shore, and she would be 
listening to the singing with some fellow who 
has a‘high soul.’ Perhaps I'm a confounded fool 
to dream.” And then an idea struck him. He 
would write an article and show how unjustly 
young men, so-called flirts, were viewed ; how, 
if a fellow did not fitrt with girls and have a 
good time with them, he only resigned himself 








to heartache and worry and could get no hap- 
piness except in dreams, which only made his 
other life the more unhappy. He took up his 
pencil to write, but the words would not come 
somehow. It didn’t seem true. So he put on 
his hat and went out, and as he met a couple 
of the boys they greeted bim as if he were an 
oasis in the desert. He, Tom, the ever jolly 
fellow, was refreshing on this burning after- 
noon. And he laughed and chatted and told 
the latest funny story and for half an hour 
forgot the pain of his discontent. And his 
friends would have treated as ridiculous the 
suggestion that Tom, the exchange editor of 


Belcher's, was a melancholy fellow. 
TOUCHSTONE. 





Your attention is called to cur Christmas 
Number Prize Competition. Particulars on page 
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Under the Earth. 
The workmen in the deepest mines of Europe 


swelter in almost intolerable heat, and yet 


they never penetrate over one seven thou- 


sandth part of the distance from the surface to 


the center of the earth. 

In the lower levels of some of the Comstock 
mines the men fought scalding water, and 
could labor only three or four hours at atime 
until the Sutro tuanel pierced the mines and 
drew off some of the terrible heat, which had 
stood at one hundred and twenty degrees. 

The deepest boring ever made, that at Sper- 
enberg, near Berlin, penetrates only four 
thousand one hundred and seventy-two feet, 
about one thousand feet deeper than the 
famous artesian weli at St. Louis. 

While borings and mines reveal to us only a 
few secrets relating solely to the temperature 
and constitution of the earth for a few thous- 
and feet below the surface, we are able by 
means of volcanoes to form some notion of 
what is going on at a greater depth. 

There have been many theories about the 
cause of volcanoes, but it is now pawns held 
that, though ay are produced by the intense 
heat of the interior of the earth, they are not 
directly connected with the molten mass that 
lies miles below the immediate sources of the 
volcanic onsrer. 

Everybody knows that many rocks are 
formed on the floor of the ocean, and it has 
been found that from twenty to seventy per 
cent. of their weight is made up of imprisoned 
water. Now these rocks are buried in time 
under overlaying strata, which serve as a 
blanket to keep the enormous heat of the 
interior 

This heat turns the water into superheated 
steam which melts the hardest rock, and when 
the steam finds a fissure in the strata above it, 
it breaks through to the surface with terrific 
enerzy, and we ee a volcano. 

We find that these outpourings that have 
lain for countless ages 7 thousand feet be- 
low the surface, are well adapted to serve the 
purposes of man. Many a vineyard flourishes 
on the volcanic ashes from Vesuvius, and vol- 
canic mud has clothed the hills of New Zealand 
with fine foresis and its plains with luxuriant 
verdure. 

The most wonderful Steer of the results of 
volcanic energy is seen in the north-western 
corner of our own land, aregion of lofty forests 
and great fertility. 








Hydrophobia, False and Real 


Hydrophobia never originates, in the human 
subjects at least, except by inoculation from a 
rabid animal, and death always occurs in four 
or five days after the development of the dis- 
ease. A doctor recently had a case of so-called 
hydrophobia in which it was stated that the 
patient had been bitten some three months 

revious by a dog undoubtedly jn wn apr 
The doctor inquired ae to what had become of 
the dog and was informed that he was still 
living, having recovered. It was not necessary 
to examine any further into the particulars of 
the case, for if the dog had really been the sub- 
ject of hydrophobia be would have been dead 
very shortly after biting the patient. 

Again it often happens that a person easily 
affected by suggestions has what he conceives 
to be the symptoms of hydrophobia developed 
very soon after having been bitten by a rabid 
animal, whereas the real disease rarely super- 
venes until after a month has elapsed from the 
time uf inoculation. It is true there are cases 
on recordin which the period of incubation 
was less than that, but they are exceedingly 
rare. The time varies from twenty-five days 
to four months and a half. Cases in which the 
disease is said to have supervened many years 
after an all inoculation, ought to be re- 
ceived with doubt. The interval probably 
never exceeds two years or is less than ten 


days. 





Watches. 


viagrter bare. eng otras 
as e, ou au to 
regular treatment, tha is to say, it should be 
wound up always at the same time of day and 
eoras the time it is not worn it should either 
be down or wang 30 regularly, according 
to habit, as every goes differently when 
it is hanging than either during ly down 
or weari In watches having a double case, 
ie watch glass should never be left 

open. An attentive observer will find that it 
such a watch is left open even for one night, 


” of a watch as 





the glass is covered with a thim.(filmffof 
dust, which will gradually enter the works 
even through the tiniest openings in the 
case, and thus cause disturbances, People 
should wind up their watches in the morning, 
not only because they generally rise 
more regularly than they go to rest, but 
because a spring fully wound up will 
more readily overcome the disturbances 
which affect the correct going of a watch dur- 
ing the movement occasion by wearing it. 
Springs will not break so easily if the watch is. 
carefully wound up, and is not placed directly 
out of the warm pocket against a cold wall or 
on a sti'l colder marble slab; and for that rea- 
son a protective mat is desirable. 

A watch should be cleaned every two, or at 
most every three years, if it is desired to pre- 
serve it. In time the oil decomposes, gets 
mixed with the particles of dust which enter 
the works of even the best-clothed watch, 
begins to act as a grinding material and wears 
out the working parts. Any one having the 
misfortune to drop his watch into water or 
any liquid should take it at once to the watch- 
maker to have it taken to pieces and cleaned, 
for a delay of even an hour might spoil the 
watch forever. 





An Example to Age. 

Deacon Hardfacts (President Anti-Tobacco 
Society)— Young man, I am seventy-nine years 
old, andI never smoked a puff of tobacco in 
my life. 

Young American 
you're not too old to learn yet. 
Greek at eighty, you know. 

Your attention is cailed te our Christmas 
Number PrizeCompetition. Particulars on pay e 
six. 


(puffing cheroot)—Well, 
Cato learned 








Appearances were Deceptive. 


— 





Everybody said, “Wlat a gocd man Mr. 
Brown is! He walks to church every Sunday 
morning with his bible under his arm.” 





oe 


But everybody did not know how pleased 
Mre, Browa always was on his return foun : 
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certain incantations, and when I come back— 
when I come back—when I come back, I say— 
I'll crack that nut, and if you're not surpr's’d 
by what comes out, why all | can say is, I shail 
be! May I ask you, my lord, if your lordship 





R,. E. FRANCILLON, 


I. 
**[’'m really enjoying myself, Jack!” said the 
fat man with gold spectacles who sat at the 
end of the first form, just in front of the tiny 


stage. ‘‘I do like a thing to be prime, froma 
joint of beef down to a minister. And that | air—all eyes watched it 
when in mid air, it burst, and out of it flew a 
full grown p'geon, which circled thrice round 
the booth and then settied on the hand of the 


fellow there is prime! Don’t you feel jealous, 
eh?” 

“I?” asked his next neighbor—a slim man 
in a furred cloak and with long black hair, in- 


tent upon the jewels which adorned his singu- 
larity white and taper fingers. ‘‘ Why, of all 


the bunglers—of all the imbeciles——’ 


** Aha—that’s it, Jack! He’s the primest of 


prime duffers ; he’s the regular prize duffer. I 


never saw such aduffer in all my days; I never 


All Rights Reserved. ~ 


will be so kind?” 


The gentleman in the fur cloak seemed un- 
willing enough to stand up before such a sea 
of grins with a walnut between his finger and 


thumb. 


But “Go up, Jack!” cried nis fat friend, 
slapping him between the shoulders; and 
there was such a chorus of “ Ah, go up Jack!’ 
There he stood like 
a sign-post, with outstretched arm, holding 


that he was fain to obey. 
out the nut so that all the booth could see. 


‘* Now let no lady nor gentleman take their 
e)e3 off that walnut,” said Signor Tommazoni, 
nervously ; for he felt he must escape now or 
68 It flashed into his 
mind that his only coat, on which he relied to 
cover his tights and spangles, and his hat, 
were in the front of the house; that the coat 
was keeping the treasurer from catching cold, 
and that the hat was serving for the treasury. 

He was a mouse with but one hole ; and that 


never. . : Horror! 


moment of dismay closed it for him. 
**Time’s up, Tommy ! 


some sort of a form 


“Throw the nut among the company, my 
lord, when I say three,” he panted with a 
“* Hocus pocus—hey 


ghastly effort at a smile, 
presto—one : two: three!” 


thrower still out-stretched in amaze. 


dreamed there was such a duffer in this duffing | of them all. 


world. Did you see how he muffed that last 
trick? Why, it couldn’t have taken in a baby 


in arms.” 
“Tt ought not to be allowed,” said the other, 


solemnly. ‘It is degradation of art "—he spoke 
with a slight foreign manner—‘ when it shall 
be practiced like there. I shall go away. I 
shall not sit upon needles and pins any more.” 


**No; don’t go yet. It’s too—Holloa!” 

A silver coin, which ought to have remained 
comfortably hidden in the performer's palm, 
fell with a ring upon the stage, whence it 
rolled to the fioor of the booth, to be pounced 
upon by a quick-eyed urchin, and be held up in 


derisive triumph before it was pocketed. The 
poor conjuror, instead of being ready with a | 


of your own?’ 


with ascowl. ‘* No grace—no finish.” 
*Ah, But do you know how it was done?” 
** No, nor care.” 


* Do you mean to say that you, Professor 
Demidoff, let yourself be made the accomplice 
of a mountebank at a fair without seeing 
through any trick in his whole box? He 
couldn’t have changed nuts without your 


knowing it, eh?” 
* Absurd!” 


jest to turn the laugh, stammered something | for a real one on you?” 


inaudibly, and bowed his head to the storm. 

“Try back, Tommy!” 
the back of the booth. ‘‘ Dogged doesit! Bet 
ter luck next time.” 


someone cried from 


“ Bah!” 


It was lucky the storm was of nothing worse | cleverest thing I ever saw.’ 


than chaff; for the man on the stage was evi- 


genius. 
fellow, of no particular age, with dull black 
eyes, and dressed as a juggler in shab»y tights 
which, in his case, could be called such only by 
courtesy. And, despite his calling, it was only 


too painfully evident that he was a shy man; | 


and a juggler had better be even short-fingered 


than shy—especially before an audience of 


partee of the cheap jack, and from the brazen 
sublimity of the traveling doctor. For it was 
Horchester Mop, or Pleasure-fair, when the 
farm servants came from all the country round 
for their yearly hiring, and thought nothing 
a good for them—not even the Horchester 
ale. 

The theater into which those who still had a 
copper or two to spare had found their way, at- 
tracted by such a promising because such 
awfully crackjaw announcement as ** The mar- 
vellous magical mysteries of Signor Tomina- 
zoni, Prince of Prestidigitation and Lion of 


Legerdemain,” was a common booth of boards, | 


which had come apparently no whence last 


night and would doubtless depart no-whither | 


to-morrow. The two visitors who had strayed 
into such a trifling and beer-reeking place from 
out of the world of furred coats and gold- 
rimmed glasses, were true flies in amber among 
the nut-cracking audience of yokels in smock 
frocks and corduroys and their womankind. 
Perhaps it was having the faces of two such 
unaccustomed critics not more than a couple of 
yards from the three candles which did duty 
for foot-lignts, that made the performance so 
poor for even a booth at a fair. 

Poor it was, beyond question. The tricks 
were of the stalest sort—every wandering 
mountebank’s commonest stock-in-trade ; and 
yet few went without mishap and none with- 
out a clumsiness that naturally grew worse 
and worse as the poor juggler plodded on. 

There must have been cause for pity. some 
where. Whether it were through faulc or mis- 
fortune, it could not be without sad reason 


that the hungry-looking creature in spangles | 


was taking on such grossly false pretences the 
coppers of boors, who did not think it worth 
while even to punish hiin, save by derision. 

The fat man chuckled at every misadventure ; 
the slim man shuddered and sneered; the 
yokels chucked about their nut-shells and 
guffawed. 


There was cause for pity ; how much—how | 


much through fault, how much through mis- 
fortune—the poor juggler Lnew only too well. 
It was one of those moments when, whether it 
be before the Parliament of an Empire or in 
a booth at a fair, Genius bursts forth and 
asserts itself; and none knew tetter than 


Signor Tommazoni himself that he had no | 


more genius than the gaping yokel who had 
just thrown the walnut which narrowly missed 
his nose. Not even so much; for h Signor 
Tommazoni thrown the nut, ten to one it would 
not have gone so near. 

All at once Signor Tommazoni's nose, which 
was rather longer than they wore noses in 
those parts, took the fancy of the audience, 
and proved an irresistible temptation to the 
owners of walnuts. 

“It’s all up, now,” he thought to himself 


desperately, as he dodged his head to avoid the | 


missiles, ‘‘They won't stop at nuts; they'll 
have the booth down, If I could "— 
a well aimed crack over the eyebrow—"' If I 
could only gain five minutes to get clear away ! | 
I have it; I'll do what one-eyed Boswell did 
when he dodged the constable. Ay—he set 
them all staring at something that was to hap- 
pen when he came back ; and for aught I know 


like not these vulgar places. I go.” 
“Talk of a woman’s jealousy—why it’s no 


| room, and refreshment-room; and 


| and faced round fiercely. 


| stand there.’ 





} 
| 
| 


| Tommazoni—that’s all.” 


| please apply to me.” 
Signor Tommazoni. Don't be afraid—— 


| ‘*Don't mind the child, sir,” said the signor 
| himself, suddenly appearing from somewhere. 

**Sne’s much too saucy ; but ”—he tapped his 
| forehead in the way used to signify want of 
| wits—‘‘and that’s not her fault, poor little 
I hope you and your friend were 


| thing. 
| pleased?” 
‘““We were 


delighted, Business 


but it’s the way with us ali. Is this concern 

your own?” 

Signor Tommaz)ni—who had the air of being 

in a dream—sbyvok his head and sighed. 
| **Ic’s been a bad spec, governor. The man 
| that had this booth and things before me swore 

there was a fortune in it; I gave him five 
pounds for the concern that Id saved ——” 
“That I'd saved, Uncle Tom,’ said Patty 
| sharply. 

** And the end of it is,” said the signor, not 

| heeding her, ** that the five pouad’s gone and 

nothing else has come.” 
| “Just like a man!” said the child. ‘* You're 
| allalike. You ali think yourselves so clever in 
| the things you're stupidestin. Uncle T'um's a 
first-class conjuror; but when he makes a 
| bargain without my advice—you see! ” 
| ‘Nothing of the sort. The man that ran 
| this concern did make a fortune, for he told me 
| $0 himself. He had a gold watch and stood 
drinks all round. But luck was against me 
| from the start. For the last month we've been 
| eating and drinking the apparatus, bit by bit, 
till there’s nothing left to do a decent trick 
with—and if you were in the same line, Id let 
you have the whole concern as it stands for 
three half crowns,” 

“Four,” struck in Patty, promptly. 

‘*No need to hagale,” said the visi‘or, waving 
his hand as if haif-crowns were trifies, ‘‘I 
am inthe same line. I suppose you've heard 
of Piper's Theater of Varieties. I’m Piper.” 

* Biess my soul!” exclaimed the signor, far 





they're staring and waiting atill.” 

So, with his feeble cunning, as feeble as his 
conjuring. he planned a plan; as if he could 
hope to emulate a one-eyed Boswell in craft 
any more than a Houdin in sleight of hand. 

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” said he, witn his 
hand on his heart, and letting the walnuts fly 
as they listed—in husky voice indeed, but with 
irreproachab!e accent—‘ Ladies and gentlemen, 
every prestidigitateur knows that there are 
times when the Deuce plays himself with the 
tricks ; and of those times this is one. If you 
will kindly condescend to keep your nuts in 
your pockets for five seconds by your gold re- 
peating chronometers, I will show you some- 
thing you have never seen before, and which I 
defy the very Deuce himselftospoil. . . . . 
Thank you ; that was an uncommon fine nut, 
but uncommon hard!” His struggle to ba 
smart and spirited was pitiable to see. ‘‘I’ll 
ask this gentleman in the front stalls to step 
on the st and hold it bet ween his finger and 
thumb. I'l) retire for one minute to perform 


more awed than if the other had said, ‘‘I'm 
the Prince of Wales.” 

*“*You come to me at the King’s Head to. 
morrow morning at ten sharp, and I’ll engage 
you atasalary. Done. G_od nicht.” 

* Oh, Uncle Tom!” cried the girl, throwin: 
her arms round the conjuror’s neck. ** Hurrah! 

* There!” said Signor Tommaz ni. ‘ Didn’t 
I tell youso? D‘dn‘t I say there was a fortune 
in this show—didn’t I say so from the begin- 
ning? Asif you could know anything about 
investing and that sort of thing—-a bit of a 
child like you? Ah—genius is a wonderful 
thing : it’s safe to be found out in time. It’s 
thrown away among the yokels; but a man 
like Piper—he knows! And I wasn't at my 
best, either——” 

“It was that pigeon trick that fetched 'em, 
Uncle Tom. However was it done?” 

‘**Pigeon trick? There wasn’t any pigeon 
trick. One would think you were daft, Patty. 
How much have you got in that hat?” 

** Eighty-one rowns: six and nine.” 


Blaze away!” called 
upon him to make his final and crushing 
failure. Well—he might as well go through 


The man in the cloak spun the nut into the 
falling—when lo, 


A full s‘zed live pigeon out of a common wal- 
nut bought in the fair and chosen at hazard! 
It took the audience a breathless moment to 
realize what an impossible thing had been done. 
But not one there was so utterly amazed as 
the conjuror, who stood the most open-mouthed 


* Jack,” whispered the fat man to his friend, 
in a changed and serious voice, ‘' did you ever 
see or hear of that trick before? It wasn’t one 


** Bah—a wretched trumpery,” said the other 


‘* He couldn’t have palmed off a property nut 


‘Then all I can say is that that fellow there 
isa genius aad the way he led up to a trick 
like that by pretending to be a duffer is the 


‘* And I say it was an ugly trick!” said the 
dently not more of a hero than he was of a| other. ‘‘A trick which no professor of self- 
He was a pale, lank, hungry-looking | respect will let himself perform. I shall go. I 


where,” thought the fat man, as he made his 
| way into the hut behind the booth which 
served for green-room, dressing-room, property. 
ikely 
A enough for sieeping-room as well. The litter 
noisy lads and lasses fresh from the ready re- | was indescribable, the light was dim, and the 
stifling air was full of frowsy odors, Its oniy 
occupant was a small figure wrapped in a 
green great coat with an occasional brass but- 
ton, counting coppers out of an old felt hat 
into a tambourine. As the visitor stumbled 
over a pewter pot, the little figure started up 


**Get out of this!” cried the shrill voice of a 
very small girl standing wellin front of her 
treasure. ‘* You walk your chalksthis minute, 
or a3 sure as my name’s Patty Ill call the 
police and have you jugged as sure as you 


** It's all right,” said the visitor, rubbing his 
knee, which he had knocked against a small 
table with its three feet in the air, and looking 
into the little brown face half smothered in 
black elf locks, from which flashed an angry 
| pair of big black eyes. ‘‘ I’m not after the trea- 
| sury, my dear. I want to speak to Signor 


‘* Business or pleasure?” asked Patty, after 
looking the intruder through and through. 
| **’Cos if it’s pleasure, I’m not going to let him 
| out to-night; and ‘cos if it’s business, you’il 


*‘My dear, you give mea strong impression 
that—in my own interest—Id best apply to 


; e pretty 
brisk,eh? No? Ah, I'm sorry to hear that; 


- ‘*Then a man with a place at Pipers can af- 
ford some beer!” 





IL, 


It is, I presume, unnecessary to explain that 
the name of Tommazoni was not inherited by 
the Prince of Prestidigitation from his 
father, any more than that he had 
not been born to _ his Italian prefix 
under Italian skies. Nor would it be enter- 
taining to investigate his history ; because he 
was a vagabond by nature and not by accident, 
with the adventurous zest about him which, 
be he duke or dustman, makes him a vagabona 
in soul. Sgnor Tommazoni had only drifted 
helplessly into vagaboadage; his heart was 
with the flesh-pots, though he had well nigh 
forgotten their flavor. 

He could do almost everything, and every- 
thing almost equally badly. Conjuring, fid- 
dling, singing, ventriloquising, reciting, verse- 
making, whistling, tumbling—it would be hard 
to tell in which he was the most complete, 
though unconscious, impostor. Of courss he 

rided himself on all his accomplishments; 
but none so much as on his worldly wisdo.n 
and his Hex red for affairs. So complete was 
his self-belief on that score that there was but 
one act of his life of which he was asham2d on 
the ground of imprudence and feeble good 
nature. It was when,in a moment of weak- 
ness for which he could never manage to 
account to himself, he promised a poor lone 
gypsy woman whom he chanced to find dying 
by the wayside, that he would not let her little 
girl starve. 

It was indeed a rash promise, for it was often 
more than he could manage to find enough for 
one mouth, not to speak of two. Neverthe- 
less, trouble though she was to a wandering 
bachelor, Patty was useful to him, ina way. 
He could always tell himself that if it was not 
for her he would have been another Piper. It 
must be somebody’s fault that he was not; and 
the notion that one’s failure can be one’s own 
fault is notoriously incompatible with com- 
mon sanity. Toat she was a born simpleton 
was clear, tor she had not a notion or an opin- 
ion that was not the exact opposite of his own. 

‘If I’d not been fool enough to make that 
stupid promise, I should be a second Professor 
Demidoff!” he used to say to himself twenty 
times a day. 

Such had been his life till he found himself 
all of a sudden tumbled into a good engage- 
ment at Piper’s, with liberal advances of salary 
for outfit and for support till the date fixed for 
his first appearance. That he had been engaged 
on his merits he never doubted for @ moment ; 
of something unaccountable having happened 
at an awkward crisis he had a hazy notion but 
no clear recollection, and he was so accustomed 
from his infancy to the phenomena of mental 
muddle that he took it for the natural condi- 
tion of the human mind. Something very 
clever had happened ; butevery conjuror knows 
that tricks do not perform themselves, and 
















































































of the moment, he would no doubt be able to 
do again. 

So do people reason—as if the cleverest things 
we do are ever done by themselves; as if any- 
body really knew anything at all. 

Signor Tommazoni's first appearance was not 
to take place till after Professor D-midoff's 
last, so that their attractions might ba properly 
economized; so for that short space he had 
nothing to do, and he did it to perfection. 

He was thus congenially occupied when one 
day—it was at Fiaxoury, where the change of 
bill was to be made—he received, at his eee 4 
ing, a visit from the professor in person. It 
wasarealhonor. A call from the Lord Chan- 
cellor upon a briefizss barrister would not have 
been a greater. 

Nothing, however, could have been more af- 
fable than the great man: nordid he, who was 
popularly supposed to have drunk champagne 
with crowned heads, show himself in the least 
too proud for gin and water with a man who 
had been a common juggler at a fair. So far 
from showing any of the jealousy of which Mr. 
Piper had imagined the traces, he praised the 
signor’s talent with effusion, and at last, hav- 
iug delicately led up to the point, observed : 

** But between true artists there are no se- 
crets, my dear friend. It is only the charlatans 
who must make a mystery. Howdo you make 
a pigeon fly out ofa walnut. Is it the same 
way as I?” 

Dimly it dawned back. upon Signor Tomma- 
zoni that this was what he had done when he 
had intended to do nothing. He must have 
done it; therefore it would be childish to say 
he did not know how. Yet he might have said 
it, had not Patty broken in: 

“If you'll tell us your way, we'll tell you 
ours.” 

** You are sharp!” said the professor, ‘ But 
there is no harm to tell me. I never perform 
in England more. I go to Europe, Asia, Africa, 
and America: and everywhere I say, ‘ This is 
the grand trick of Signor Tvmmazoni, the 
grandest conjuror of the world, with the 
cleverest tricks, and the prettiest little girl.’” 

Signor Tommazoni scratched his head, and 
then shook it so feebly that anybody would 
think it was obstinately. Patty shook hers 
scornfully, and went on sewing as if compli- 
ments were not worth having. 

The professor looked wrathful for a moment. 
But nothing could have been sweeter than the 
tone ia which he said : 

**I want that trick, my dear friend, I will 
give ten poundsto know. No? Then twenty 
—that is handsome, eh?” 

And so the bargain proceeded, till Prof. Dem- 
idoff had offered no less a sum than five hun- 
dred pounds for the trick, while the big eyes 
of Patty, whose notions of finance had hith- 
erto been bounded by pence, grew bigger still. 
But Signor Towmmazoni was incomprehensibly 
obdurate. It was not that his artistic pride 
was proof against profit ; it was that he forthe 
first time clearly realized what the trick had 
been, and, at the same time, could not for the 
life of him remember doing it or how it was 
done. Yet how, with any self-respect, could 
he give himself away by such an absurd con- 
fession ?” 

‘*We will take it,” said Patty. * We will 
take five hundred pounds.” 

“No!” exclaimed Signor Tommazoni, with 
most uncharacteristic energy, making the 
tumblers clatter and hurting his fist by the 
blow he gave thetable. “I’ve had enough of 

your interference Patty. I've got a good thing 
now—no thanks to you ; and I'm go ng to keep 
it—so there. Much obliged for your company, 
Professor ; but love nor money don’t get that 
trick out of ne!” 

But from that hour all the pleasure had died 
out of doing nothing. From unearthly hours 
of the morning, to still more unearthly hours 
of night, he sought and studied how to make a 
live pigeon seem to fly cut of an apparently un- 
broken walnut in mid air, till the price of nuts 
went up in Flaxbury ; and every day he found 
himself farther and farther from the solution 
of a problem which never solved itself save in 
some impossible manner in some feverish 
dream. In spite of his contempt for Patty's 
intellect, he had never yet been cross with her; 
but now he seemed to treat her as if she were 
answerable for every faiiure—as if she were 
some fairy changeliag, who made everything 
zo wrong 

It e her very miserable; for if she was 
stupid, she was not the less affectionate and 
she spent the whole of her time, when she was 
not marketing or mending, in wondering how 
she could briug back the times when she did 
not mind a snubbing at the expense of nothing 
more important than her brains. 

She did not like Professor Demidoff; but he 
had seemingly taken an immense liking to her 
—indeed he became quite loverlike in his at- 
tentions and in his way of meeting her by 
accident when she went about her domestic 
errands. Buc, though he began his conversa- 
tions with some high fl»wn nonsense or other, 
he invariably turned the talk upon him whom 
she called Uncle Tom. He took the line of her 
indignant champion against Uacle Tom's 
tyrannical temper ; he tried to rouse her into 
self assertion ; and at last one day, having pre- 
faced the proposal with a brooch and a pair of 


whatever he had done once on the inspiration” 
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comfort and ease, with clothes neater and cleaner than the ordinary 
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ear-rings, he suggested that she snould make 
common cause with him, as her only true 
friend, and that by spying and coaxing and 
any other treacherous means she could find 
with his help, Uncle Tom’s trick should become 
their own. e appealed to her curiosity, her 
interest, her vanity, her sense of wrong—— 

She threw the brooch and ear-rings in a 
handful into his face, turned her back, and 
stalked away with what would have been 
tragic dignity had she not been so small, 

‘Very well, Spitfire!” he growled after her. 
“Tf Iam not to do that trumpery trick, neither 
shall he! He shall be No Conjuror, I cell you 
—No Conjuror, no more than you!” 

Of course the man was devoured with jeal- 
ousy and envy of a rival who was likely to 
throw him into the shade. But Patty, though 
she saw through the motive of his insult, be- 

an to be dismally afraid that the ‘‘ No Con- 
Taree” wasatrue bill. Could she do nothin 
to help Uncle Tom for old kindness’ sake? 41t 
was not likely; but she could try.$ a) 


III, 


As the time drew near for the first appear- 
ance of Signor Tommazoni, Court Magician to 
the Grand Lama of Thibet, in his great Colum- 
bian Mystery, the agony of the Court Magician 
himself once more drew every day, then every 
hour, then every minute, nearer to despair. 
The trick had excited considerable public in- 
terest, for nobody was batter skilled than Mr. 
Piper in those arts which are of more import- 
ance to a showman than the quality of his 
show, and he had made so big a hit with Sig- 
nor Demidoff as to render it imperative that 
he should make a bigger with Signor Tomma- 





zoni. 

Brilliant thought! He was really getting ill 
—why should he not be very ill, so ill that the 
performance would have to be postponed? Alas 
for his brilliant thought! ‘ 

‘* Very well,” said Mr. Piper, beaming at him 
through his gold spectacles. ‘‘Of course I don’t 
éxpect a man to perform when he can’t ; but I 
do expect him to return me the advances I 
made Lime on the distinct understanding that 
he will!” 

And those advances had bean spent, and 
more besides. 

And so brilliant evasion after brilliant 
evasion had to be dismissed by the man who 
declared himself to be an impostor, until the 
day came, and the miserable farce would have 
to be played to the wretched end. 


It was a very different audience from that of 
Horchester Mop; for there were country people 
as well as the best townspeople in the stalls ; 
and people with titles, and people with shar 
and experienced eyes, and people who woul 
be able to compare the new man with all the 
a ae conjurors who have mystified the 
world, 

Signcr Tommazoni was to make his debut 
with his great trick, which was to be led up to 
by a carefully graduated programme of minor 
performances. 

A little before the interesting minute, Prof. 
Demidoff, fur-cloaked as usual, took his seat 
in the front row of the stalls, with such a look 
of triumph on his pale face that those who sat 
near took it for generous sympathy with the 
anticipated success of a rival. 

lt was en interesting departure from conven- 
tionalities, and an additional mystification, 
that Signor Tommazoni did not appear during 
the preparations for the trick, which he could 
thus have no appearance of oe A 
small girl, to whom long black hair and big 
black eyes gave a decidedly elfish look, carried 
a large bag of filberts round tne hall—the nut- 
throwing, for obvious reasons, was not feasible 
here—and requested all who would to pick out 
a nutat random, asking each to see that it 
was whole and unbroken, and giving the 
empty bag to the nearest child before she went 
back to the stage. 

** Now,” she said in her shrill treble, ‘‘ all of 
you have cornmon nuts ; but one of them shall 
on neat into a wonderful nut. Which shall 
it be?” 

There was a dead silence fora moment, and 
then somebody called out ‘**The Mayor,” and 
**The Mayor” was voted by acclamation, 

““Tnen,” said the girl, ‘‘ please the Mayor of 
Fiaxbury to throw his nut into the air as hign 
as he can.” 

Tne Mayor, an elderly solicitor, looked a 
little shamefaced as he stood up todo what the 
girl ordered him; but he was a sensible man 
and he shot up his nut as if he had been a boy 
again and it a marble. 

Before it turned it burst and out rained a 
shower of blossoms, from which not one 
pigeon, but three, flew to the girl and settled, 
one on her head and one on each shoulder, The 
people picked up the blossoms—they were real; 
and every nut that was cracked produced notli- 
ing but a common kernel. 

ut even before the applause could come: 

** This isn’t conjuring—it’s Magic! The man 
who has done it is—is fastened up in his room, 
under lock and key!” 

And Prof. Demidoff sprang up and staggered 
hurriedly from the hall, 

And then the applause came, 


IV. 


Sure enough, the poor conjuror was founda 
prisoner at his lodgings, locked into his room 
and with the key removed from the door. The 

rofessor, he explained to the bewildered Mr. 

iper, had visited him just before the hour for 
his debut, and had parted from him in the 
friendliest manner, turning the key and carry- 
ing it off, no doubt in one of those absent- 
minded fits to which artists of all kinds are so 
prone. But—— 

“It’s all right, Uncle Tom!” whispered 
Patty, with the arms around the neek of her 
incapab‘e guardian. ‘‘I knew you'd never find 
out that trick, so I found it out myself, and— 
aoe ! don’t speak—they think it’s you, ali the 
time.” 

‘It isn't right!” said Uncle Tom—at last out 
and boldly, like aman. “ ou've puzzied 
out this thi which I don’t believe I ever did, 
even when I didit? Mr. Piper,” he said, half- 
proudly, half-eadly, to his employer and to 
those who had relieved him from his imprison- 
ment, * Mr. Piper and gentlemen—I'm a hum- 
bug—I'm an ass. It's Patty there that’s the 
genius ; and I beg her pardon before the lot of 
you. I’m no conjaror, not I.” 

Her hand was over his mouth. 

** What's conjuring?" she said. ‘'S-uff and 
rubbish ; anybody can conjure that's got two 
oe and teo fingers. But it’s not everybody 
that would have bothered himself ail these 








yeais with a—Me!” 

Signor Tommazoni has retired from the pro- 
fession, and has taken to composing comic 
operas which he cannot get performed. But 
there is no occasion for him to make money. 
For this is the story of the debut of Madem- 
oiselle Columba, whose supreme skill in White 
Magic has made other persons than Pcof. Dem- 
idoff suspect an alliance with other spirits than 
those of Patience and Gratitude. 

How she performs her great pigeon trick she 
has never divulged and never will, not even to 
Uncle Tom, for she is a good business woman 
and he would tell the world. And he never 
even asks—he has entirely surrendered h‘s 
mind to hers and considers her the wisest as 
well as the cleverest of all man and woman- 


kind. 

But how did he perform the trick, that once, 
that once only, and without knowing how? Ic 
may be that he was inspired by the excitement 
of despair, as in a dream ; it may have been—a 
hundred things. Oaecan but choose one’s nut 
at random ; it will probably be the wrong one, 
But the magic of Gratitude and Patience will 
turn its kernel into Doves and Fiowera, we 
may be sure. : 

THE END, 


Next week: The Strange Face in The Glass, 
by Alethea Phillips, author of A Romunce of 
the Revolution, &¢, 


Oe 
The Explanation. 


Nature has provided us with eye-lids; but 
ear-stoppers are wanting. This explains why 
we often do not see a point, although we hear 
it well set forth. 


(an You Believe tt? 


We know it is hard to believe, and yet it is 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
Carter's LirrLe Liver Pits, have handed 
out to them something which looks like 
C-A R.-T-E R~’-S, and yet is not. 

They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 
closely imitate ‘‘C-A-R-T-E-R’-S” in general 
appearance. But it isa fraud!!! 

The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 
CaRTER’s LitTtLE LIVER PILis because he 
knows their merit, and is sure of their virtues, 
goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 
pocket, 





HEED THE WARNING, 


Don't be deceived and do not be imposed 
upon with an imitation of what you want. 
You want CARTER’s LitTtLe Liver PILLs, be- 
cause you know their value and their merit. 
THrey NEVER Fatt, 


When you go to buy a bottle of CarTER's 
LittTLe LIver Pits, ask for ‘*C-A-R-T-E-R’S,” 
be sure you get ““C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine Carter's LITTLE 
Liver PILtLs, 
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ee “— Seon tae al Lannie ded Wek tar Gea play. | 8° 227, ona re Besilee—worse than all !— | other two, the young lady turned to him sud- | $f dare asp vou would feel Reeuly and love very bledly. she ORRIN SOS Eee OEE. 
. é _ ’ ; | he had committed this dreadf i , ieposi i 
money. ing practical jokes, purely of @ good-natured | tne presence of the very young lady. whose | voles of playful reproach se Ok SA 2 &| Four whole deposition looks to ms to be uncontrolled and | _ Tt your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
omy We ; . secticnlors, Tom Jennion - wea. his good opinion he was especially anxious to| ‘Really, Mr. Jennings, it was too bad of you | ‘lights, however, as yet. Preparations, refuse substitutes, 
a e Stee ation Cppesite Haview scarcely command. If he had looked at Miss Ethel, in- | and Mr. Edgehill to play upon poor aunty’s| Bavarp.—Writing shows good intuitive perception, cor- | Oder for you, or order yourself from either of 
x aoe san tide: tia ~ of legal. infancy deed, instead of at her aunt, the expression of | vanity by that dreadful fib.” rect judgment and the faculty for managing affairs. The | the Canadian offices of the Recamier Manufac- 
s than comers ; ee g id. and | Ler face might have reassured him not a little;| ‘‘What do you mean?” exclaimed Tom, | te™perament is not buoyant nor given to ee yee turing Co \iecls 
e knew precious eo @ world, for the twinkle in her eye only bespoke amuse. | eagerly. ‘“‘ What did Edgehill ) } | and speculations, rather deliberate aid restrained. Writer | ‘UTING Company, 374 and 376 St. Paul street, 
trick sh s at least as shy and self-conscious in society Pp gerly ge say? Do tell | is probably of pleasing sdd 4 winni 
t . ie ne OER) ouths of his e. And further, the | Me@tand she had to bite her lip to avoid | me.” cabantly (ulehdl aut sells ant Wish’ hie nied Montreal, and 50 Wellington 
- oO idioms pet betpeterdt A wd y 4 = consplences - breaking into a palpable laugh. But, after “‘Ah, of course, you don’t know,” replied | made up toa certain course of action, it would take . For sale in Canada at our regular 
a ane Tinehill, wae ts Took Gniy couepteuces by its being so crushingly and unexpectedly repulsed | Miss Ethel with smiling sarcasm. ‘‘ Your | cyclone to move him from it Mirth and sense of humor | New York prices 
Seek, hve banmeert fee in utter incapability to see a joke by the elder woman, he had been too much | mistake (very satirically) was a most ingenious | 4t¢ iso shown in this capital chirography. i 
cam 5 h was a veritalis Wital of Caledenia’s chil. | Cerone to meet the younger’s eye and had | one, I must admit.” Kit.—Your breezy letter was much enjoyed when it 
visest as be as BTUs ceed of nalities | retired in bashful and precipitate confusion. ‘**On my word of honor, Miss Selwood,” cried | came, (early two months ago!) Writing shows super- A M BRI A 
woman. te aie ef elae telite —— wook 4 liked | ,;. Stl 1 can say is, Edgehill,” exclaimed Tom, | Tom, concluding that Edgehill had given the | s>undant energy, very considerable talent, a pertinacity C N 
1at once by those whe knew him . “te - ee ee with ae ——. phe oo of his gaucherie, **1 thought enn ies cinibtoable love. "of power; © disposition > 
% y . on, at you have served me a damn e—the—article was a dog’s — : ’ shi 
ryt Ic ‘Tne two men strolled westward down Picca- | shabby and unfriendly trick, And I'd never | really, now!” Debs De ge ee Sonar, ‘ay te tor cag gives het’ dental ts that F A I R 
aes sp dilly at a leisurely pace and, entering the Park, have thought it of you.” For a minute she looked hopelessly mysti- | myth cf romps round the flower beds, but stranger freaks 
een—a bent their steps along the side of Rottenrow./ Seeing that his friend was really hurt—in- | fied, Then a light dawned on her and she | than that will come your way, or! am much mistaken. I $34 Y St t T 
aes nu’ Tom was engaged in watching the equestrians, | deed, he was as near crying with mortification | burst into a rippling, silvery laugh. hope you will send me ‘another bright letter some day onge reet, oronto 
ong nn who were out this afternoon in some numbers, | asa man worthy of the name could well be— ** Do you really mean,” she ejaculated, “that | °°": : — 
nce W when his friend nudged him, and called his | Edgehill stopped laughing and began to console | you thought it belonged to one of aunty’s| , W™!¥>.—1. Writing shows some ideality, rather a Best New York ; . : 
vera, we attention to two ladies walking just in front. | him, But poor Tom was much too sore to be | pugs?” lack of reflsement, ee a ot Smpethy. est New ork made Granite 
*“Do you know who they are?” he inquired, | easily appeased, and it took all the other’s ‘“*I swear I did—solemnly,” answered .Tom Ghete te Jost. Os occasion can Sodsteretantiy pent Bo Ironware 
with a chuckle. The other looked quickly in| most persuasive arguments to prevent his | with convincing emphasis. , and gain by coaxing or reasoning or simple perseverance ; 
the direction indicated, and at once recognized walking off in a huff then and there. “And you don't know the fib by which Mr, | the end she aims at, With all this the character is not 
1e Glass, the two ladies, although they had their backs Look here, Tom,” he said, after uttering a | Edgehill pacified her?” questioned Miss Ethel, | 8trong and is easily influenced, the tendency is to truth id. : 
Lance of turned to him. His admiring eyes had watched | string of profuse and by no means insincere, | darting at him a searching look. and candor, but the affection is variable and uoreliable. Preser\ Ing 
Echel Selwood’s figure much too often to make | apologies, ‘‘don't take it so frightfully to| ‘Honor bright, I haven’t the least idea!” an ans —_— ag Gculie ce the ss a Bake Pans. &c You can afford 
it likely that he should be mistaken in her ;/| heart, old fellow. If Ethel Selwood has any | Tom replied, mzeting her gaze without flinch. | giesned sein delineation. ject might be < < ’ i : can afford to 
while as for her aunt—that veteran dame’s | sense—and, by all accounts, she has plenty — | ing. § Be-Br.—Writing shows independ = use the best. Now, Tarbox self- 
habit of attiring her by no means slender per- | she’!l never think at all the worse of this. ** Then I suppose I must tell you,” she said. eee appecsation sulhan a pronsuneel atinene a : oe os. Re 
ds: but son in the close-fitting garb of an evergreen | Why, I was watching her face when you offered | ‘‘ It was too bad of Mr. Edgehill, and I wonder | and want of the gentler touches of tact and eympathy, wringing Moy IS 34C. lhe cleanest, 
ins why girlhood, made her particularly easy to dis-| her aunt the garter, andi could see that she | how he had the face to do it so unblushingly, | Writer is matter of fact and decided in opinions, and | neatest Fly T iis — 
ve hear tinguish, Indeed, her ridiculous assumption | was intensely amused by the joke of the thing. | but by the way in which he spoke of the—the | rather apt to look down upon her more romantic sisters ates y 4fap ever made 1gc., 
of the airs of youth was a standing joke among | Bless you, Tom, she laughs at the old lady's | —article (as you call it), he gave auntie to sup- | (this remark sap a agg ng lel IRs 
———. all her acquaintances; and the tremendous | absurd foibles and pruderies just as much as| pose that both you and he were quite under coe ins aes’ dealers " writer je poy case aad — : : 
prudery by which she would try to counter- | any of us do. : the impression that it was—her waistband |” straint and become impatient when tried, has goed eait. that let the flies out and keep them 
feit girlish innocence, was certainly not the ** That’s ail very well,” rejoined Tom, sulkily. hoes esteem and some tenacity of purpose. Whether manor | , tag 1 7ac he; : 
least laughable ot these silly affectations. amen i re Ss offended, I’ve woman will make her individuality felt. out, 49c. and 74C., C 1aper ones 
On this occasion, she was being followed by | 4!8 myse opelessly with her aunt. And Evapye.—1. There is no reason except that In the e: 2SC. to 2c SC inest Ai “ 
? her two fat, overfed little page whose obese | you know, as well as I do, that if she’s set whence the custom came, among many pure and foment pipe ieaahe: bo se hinest Albums ae 
bodies and waddling gait made them lock not | against a fellow his chances of making play fl:wers they are — without an equal The use of our | COSt to mManufacture—-a good time 
® much unlike miniature imitations of their| With Echel are at a tremendous discount. aie Be edn ph hg a: in ieen ann vied a ; 
m While Tom was engaged in watching them Aa Wel, caapuian they are,” Edgehill replied festive occasion it would not be semeneenete, otherwise it is f ae _— ess than u price 
2 aes . ’ ’ ng. woman lackin ity : > ¢ : 2c 
vel the ladies, not the dogs—Edgehill stooped — oie en omnes mollity the old lady. <a tn Writing shows decision, temper, some ae : OOF One. rn — in 
or w * with an amused smile, picked u should like to know how, very much,” honesty and kindness, generosity, and constancy to your | 2 OOCl ASSO nt. é ocks, &c 
handed eweieina which he saw lying on the qravel at growled the other, his ill-humor and Vexasion real friencs, some mirth and decided love of society, wot a rica re CKS, KC., 
3s like his teet, It was a small leathern strap, about | OY Para a “ With ——, very eer eae a very sie per at most pe ypular prices. 
; sort of woman m ,» perhaps, managed, §, E. C.- 1. Writing shows self-reliance an rversitr, pina te ‘ pon ~ ‘ 
a Pane re tan — Bat with ork. it’s as eee as logue bat combined — —_ enough to redeem it. Gooa closes at 06.30 p-m., except Satur- 
” ” Vi L) vera ’ ° ° 
id they what it was at a glance, and so would most | sible! yao Nidhoulty : oo adits te08 ie ule day’s. is open until 10 p.m. 
zeneral men. But Tom, whose knowledge about Edgehill leaned against the railings which generous in heart; lack tact, and have no genius for 2 
ladies’ wardrobe appliances was very limited, separate the riding part of The Bow rom the managing people or mae Woe bere. decided opinions W. H. BENTLEY. 
innocently said to his friend, ‘* Hulloa ats | footway, and puife is cigar for some min- and express them ag; ° r at accounts for sie anes ‘ : on 
wants that?” x utes in silence. Seeing how really Tom was = ees is dane _ a. oe 
ise he * Don’t you know ?” asked Edgehill, darting | burt, and being, moreover, a right good-hearted time to compare my impressions which are vague but in. 
: a quick glance at bis friend’s face, to see if he | fellow, he was genuinely anxious to make up cline to your views. 3. There is not anything the matter 
ie worl really - ignorant on the point as his | for ae ~ —— ” Hh one with your writing ; it’s a legible and characteristic hand. When I say I cure I do not mean merely to stop them 
n his words sugges ° practical met of mollifying the o an UMB?.—1. The common-sense shoes are very co , for a time and then have them return again, I me 
4 No.” saplied Tom, taking the article from restoring bis friend to her good graces, yr his aie Sale in. They are low heeled a d po — gadionl cuss. _t yt mate the Ghense ot FETS, EPILEP- 
the other’s hand and inspecting it critically. | was what he was endeavoring to think out the toes. 2 By se f-denial in diet, plentiful exercise and Sy remedy to eure the worst anes. Wecnuas ethers have 
“Unless,” he added after a pause, ‘‘it’s a dog: | now, as he smoked in silence. Nor was it long sometimes by doctor's advice, but unless one really suffers failed is no reason for not now receiving @ cure. Send at 
7 WiMRAi baon eanchiege Ba Ser areaphag the potenshoiinaes OF eieteaasion os have lost several poande In wheeling which T could ha:e | tise Give EXPRUSY dad FOSPGFHCE,* 
posed If he had been watching Edgehill’s face, he | forgrasping the potentialities of a situation on “ Sh todd hee} ”"_Li as comfortably retained. 3 Constant manicuring ; gently . Root, M.C., 186 ADELAIDE ST. 
want the spur of the moment) before he had hit upon e never told her love.”—Life. ei 
. would have seen the flickerings of a suppressed a Pp upo press beck the encroaching skin and pare it off neatly with 
LS, be- grin about his mouth and a mischievous plan. Ms a very sharp scissors, after soaking in warm water. 4 
merit. twinkle in his eye, which might have put him ‘Look here, Tom,” he exclaimed, bringing Horsford’s Acid Phosphate Writing shows good nature and kindness, some ambit‘on 
ae B luckily for hi lf, he | his hand sharply down upon his thigh, “if I and wish for aj seein 6 Sten #0 romance and a dis- 
on his guard. But unluckily for himself, he , RELIEVES THE FEELING OF LASSITUDE diom to build castles in the air, which will do no harm 
was not, and so the tokens escaped him. The | turn this garter episode to such account that {kept in check by duty and good sense. I don’t think 
RTER'S truth was, @ ovlnetie — + Tom soe 7 ere Stamer = —, ae — in mid-summer, and imparts | y,iter would be gocd 0 seme or A a maneging dit prsi- 5 
\ eae te s to him the latter’s re- ° tion, rather frank and outepoken and apt to tread on corns 
re, wari anent the dog-eollar ; and really the joke | occupied before, will you forgive me then t”? unintentionally, and little mite capricious in her tikes Thank You! 
ae promised to be so very splendid that he could itl errit yo ; a i Ba arene Teenperee Vaatey co ae THIS 18 THE UNIVERSAL TEs 
. su » “if you can do uc how w ‘ou 4 Morusr.—1. Writing shows hope and gentleness, rather 41S 1S TN. SAL TI- 
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and a chuckle), you'll be pleased to hear that 
the pretty Miss Selwood, whom you have so 
long adored, is going to be at Lady Northover’s 
dinner party to-night ; so you'll have the op- 


effect. - 
“You're quite right, old boy,” he said, with 


well assumed gravity. ‘It is a dog-collar— 
probably belongs to some lady’s pampered 
pat. hey often line them with flannel, 
you know, to prevent their galling the 
render little brutes’ necks. . . . I say, by 
Jove!” (appearing to notice the two pugs 
ia front, now for the first time). “It 
has evidently been dropped by one of those 
waddling little specimens that are following 
Miss Selwood and her aunt. . . . Here's 
your chance, Tom, of making a favorable im- 
pression on the old lady—(a most necessary 
preliminary to success with her niece) by re- 
storing to her her lost property ! 

‘Shall I, by jingo?” exclaimed Jennings, 
eagerly jumping at the idea, and quite unsus- 
picious of humbug. 

** Well, common civility demands that one 
or other of us should do so,” his friend replied, 
with decision. ‘If you feel shy about it, of 
course I'll perform the act of restoration.” 

“Oh, I'll do it, right enough,” rejoined Tom, 
hastily, resenting, as Edgehill had intended he 
should, the bare suggestion of shyness; and 
while he spoke he drew himself up to his full 
height to show off the set of his coat to the 
best advantage, *‘shot” his linen, and hurried 
after the two ladies with the little leather 
strap in his hand. 

He soon overtook them and politely taking 
off his hat held the “‘dog-collar” to the elder 
lady, saying, with the most engaging expres- 
sion, both of tone and countenance : 

“I beg your pardon, but I think you must 
have dropped this.” 

The lads addressed quickly turued her head 
towards on with the preliminaries of an 





























































































































shakily. ‘‘ Bless my soul, Tom, how refresh- 
ingly innocent you are! Honi soit qui mal y 
pense, old fellow. Now, don’t you twig?” 

‘** Not in the least,” replied Tom, with sulky 
stiffness. ‘* Nordo I understand what bearing 


which he held in his hand, 











manage it, pray ? 

“The first thing to do,” Edgehill answered 
strolling across the walk and dropping into a 
seat on the other side, “is totake up a position 
here until Miss Selwood and her aunt return.” 

“But supposing they don’t come back this 
way,” objected Tom. 

**] think they probably will do so,” was the 
rejuinder, *‘as it is much their shortest route 
home. But if they do not, I shall have to 
defer my work of pacificaiion until I meet 
them at Lady Northover’s this evening. At 
any rate, it can do no harm to wait here a bit, 
and see if they are coming back. It’s a nice, 
warm day, and wecan comfortably enjoy our 
cigars al fresco.” 

“Very well,” said Tom,” taking a seat beside 
his friend. ‘But look here, Eigehill, when 
they do come back—or, rather, if they dc— 
how shall you set about your job?” 

**You’ll see,” answered the other, in an 
enigmatic tone of voice. ‘* But, I say, just 
band us that—that dog collar—will you?” 

Tom hesitated and looked at his friend's face 
rather suspiciously. After the trick which had 
been played upon him, he was naturally dis- 
posed to sniff mischief. 

** Promise me,” he said, ‘‘ that you mean me 
all fair and square, Edgehill, and that you are 
not going to make me the victim of another 
confounded practical joke.” 

**Honor bright, Tom,” the other returned, 
leaning forward and taking the garter from 
his friend’s hand. ‘I say” (stretchingit to its 
full exrent and contemplating it critically), 
“how long should you think this charming 
article is? 

** Eighteen inches—more or less,” answered 
Tom, afcer a brief ocular measurement. ‘*‘ Why 
do you ask ?” 


is a very cold girl. 

Jack—My dear fellow, if you paid for the ice 
creams she eats you'd think she had every 
reason to be cold. 





serve that the Remington Standard Type- 
writer Company was not only represented by 
the local dealer, Mr. George Bengough, but 
also had representatives from their New York 


located at the various headquarters, where 
the officers and members of the association. 


officers, many of whom spoke in terms of com- 
mendation of the generosity displayed by this 


of the magnitude of the work done may be had 
from the fact that five copies of nearly all the 
speeches made at the meetings of the associa- 
tion were made and furnished to the daily 
papers, 
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To Correspondents. 








Sarurpay Nieut Office.) 

Correspondents desiring graphological studies are re- 
quested to observe the following rules: 1. Quotations 
are not studied. 2. Postal cards are not studied. 3. 


enclosure can be sent us with each letter. 5. Letters are 


and adhering to these rules editor and correspondents w:!! 


He saw the old lady bow to Edgehill very stiffly, 
and scowl in an ominous manner at the garter 
Then after 
a minute the expression of her face suddenly 
underwent an entire change—an affable simper 


We omitted in our notice of the proceedings 
of the National Educational Association to ob- 


and Boston offices, and had expert operators 
they were kept busy writing out papers for 
This service was highly appreciated by the 


enterprising establishment in gratuitously 
tendering such an efficient service. Some idea 


(Correspondente will address—Oorrespondence Columns 


Small clippings from letters are not studied. 4. Only one 


answered as nearly as posmb'e in their turn. By noticing 


Mipert, Cobourg.—1. Writing shows inuividuality, ide- 
ality, some haste and impatience of detail, you are rather 
just than generous, hasty in your conclusions and fond cf 
pumber one. I don’t see any bad temper, but a little se'f- 
will, 2. I am afraid you are not pains-taking and persever- 


small outlay, some sense cf humor, good tact and iotuitive 
perception, a persistence that will gain success, not a rug- 
gedly strone character, but not too open to influence, have 
a quietly calm sati: faction in your own ways, and they are 
gene ally goo? ones. If you owea yard you give a yard but 
not one inch more, and you are chary of expressing your 
feelings sweet as they may be. 2 Your enclosed study is 
not very legible written, being in evident haste. It shows 
a happy disposion, contented and hopeful, wich some imag- 
ination and great care, and probably a strong sense of rivht 
and honor. I think the writer would be strictly t:- uthful 
and reliable. She lacks your own intuition in great 
measure tut may “cvelop it later, at present there is 
a good deal of wasted energy and want of decision, with a 
suspicion of humor. 

MireLie.—1. There is nothing improper about it, but I 
should not unless there were a certain degree of intimacy, 
I speak merely of strolling together. If he were seeing you 
home from an entertaiiiment—it would be quite correct. 2. 
Your first duty is to protect yourself. I don’t quite under- 
stand your question but would advise you to keep a little 
a little reserved and prove your suspicions, if they are 

rounded on facts cut ad:ift without any compunction. 3 

ertainly not, Fast is a very strong term, but it al) 
depends on the way it iedone and the degree of intimacy 
between you—this isa free country and whatever is right 
may be! 4. Writing shows some temper and self-wil), 
rather impuisive and outspoken, not too prudent, but rather 
well balanced judgment. The main fault is« disposition to 
be influenced and changed in your opinions by little things 
this weakens an otherwise attractive study. You have 
rather a large opinion of yourse/f notwithstanding. 











RECAMIER 

















CHRONIC BRONCHITIS, COUGHS, 
COLDS, OR ANY FORM OF WAST- 
ING DISEASES, after they have tried 


SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 


Of Pure Cod Liver Oil and 


HYPOPHOSPHITES 

—Of Lime and Soda.— 
AS PALATABLE 

A WONDERFUL 
FLESH PRODUCER, It is used and 
or substitutions. 
all Druggists at 50c, and $1.00, 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 


SNS RO RS RRR REA OOIOGIOIO LOI CILLA. IS LEE OOOO ey 


OO OO OO LEO OO OOO MOONE Ee ttt le tt 
— 











affable simper apparent upon her face ; but as 
her eyes fell on the flannel-lined strap, her ex- 
pression suddenly changed into one of anger, 


indignation and outraged modesty and she ex- 
claimed, with a withering, frec zing intonation And although Tom pressed him vigorously 


which might have madethe most thick-skinned, | to explain the reason at once, he steadily 

self possessed man in the world feel himself} refused to do _ 80, sayin that as he 

hopelessly crushed : had undertaken to pacify thel Selwocd's 

“No, sir. It does not belong to us.” aunt he must be allowed to do so entirely 

Then drawing herself up to something more| in his own way. Seeing, therefore, that 

than her full height and uttering a sh Eigehill’s mind was quite made up on the 

‘Come along, Ethel” to her niece, she whisked | point, Tom at length desisted and finished his 

round and walked rapidly op, leaving poor | cigar ia silence, turning, however, many steal- 

Tom in a state of open mouthed wonder, and | :hy glances upon his friend's face, and vainly 

not a little indignant at the manner in which | trying to read his purpose through the stolid, 

y . his innocent civility had been received. imperturbable expression which that gentle- 

It did not serve to soothe his wounded feel- | man had assumed for the occasior, 

ings when he turned round and saw Edgehill, ‘They sat like this for about half an hour, and 
whe had viewed the above little scene with | Tom was on the point of remarking that it 


* Oh, I have a reason—an excellent reason,’ 
was the rejoinder, ‘‘ which you'll understand 
by and by.” 


be saved a great deal of troub'e. 

J Paw axp Aticta —See rules. 

Lupa Daus.—A private letter has been sent to your ad- 
dress, for obvious reasors# | have departed from my rule, 
Let fhe hear from ) ou again. 

Dinan.—Writing shows good prreeverance, talent ard 
truthfulness, some sense of humor, a very good amount of 
self-+s'eem, a dislike for restrain, and a pretty decided will 
cf your own. 

M. B. T. T.—Two studies have come, with an order for 
the psper containing them to be sent to a certain address. 
As no stampe are enclosed and applicants are evidently not 
subscribers to the paper, the Graphological E jitor begs to 
be exc used. 

“Bippy "—Writing shcws candour, honesty, ood 
energy and impulse, care and conecientiousness. It lacks 
finish and grace but is a good plain hand. I have no doubt 
the writer has all the stirling qualities and is a person 
worthy of all respect and consideration. 
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the keenest relish and most hu cupepmain, would be useless to wait there any longer, | porario.—Writing shows sdaptability, ease of manner, 
yur leaning seine the railing and pressing his | when, casting his eye once mcre alo the | fuency in speech, some ideality, great tact and force of 9 
lee hands to his sides, as if he feared being shaken | promenade, he saw, with a sudden flutter of | character, strong will, some love of fun, good perseverance, 
il in pieces by his copvulsing laughter, Now, | «xcitement, the figures of Ethel Selwood and | kindnese, sometimes your impulse is not controlled by rule 
her aunt s pproaching them in the distance, and line, and you are apt to love your own way to excess. CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDIGESTION DELICIOUS CUSTAR 


Karuerins —Writing shows ideality and come intuition, 
carelessness but desire for praise, not unduly hopeful, 
rather easy temper, some good judgment, not sufficient 
constancy, but rather a pretty turn of fancy. A good de.) 
of care would be needed and some practice to make it a 


for the first time, Tom began to suspect that he 
had been hoaxed, and, approaching his friend, 
he said, angrily, “ What is the matter, —. 
hill? If fail to understand the joke!" The 
other’s only answer was, to roll off into still 


“ By jove, Edgehill,” he exclaimed, graspin 
his f:iend’s arm, “here they are! coming bac 


angits after all.” 
he other @anect quickly in the direction 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 
box to 
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Eine yaneet pease x. snnnter, until the tears | from which 6 a bee hecten S re apgsenahion good hand. d 46 L b d St 

erally ran down his cheeks, “o make sure t 8 nd was » an GRRaNoM —1, Writing shows perseverance, some intu’- 44 an om ar 

“What are u laughing at?” repeated | having satisfied himself on this head, he rose | tou, seif-will, ths f . ud * 

Tom, with increased anneyance. "There | from bls seat and said to him suddenly wee, ae eh Rule Caceve, « taal ob costnt eaten. >. TORONTO, = - ONT. SUPPLIES A DAILY LUXURY. 
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Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue, 
Mention this paper. 





INCORPORATED 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 
Musical education in all its branches. A SPECIAL SUM- 
MER TERM of five weeks will be held, commencing July 
2, ending August 6. 4 lications should be sent in before 
J ‘aly 1. . TORRINGTON, Director, 


12 and 14 Pembroke Street. 





W O. FORSYTH Studied the Piano 
e with the great German teachers—Krause, Rut- 
hardt and Zwintcher ; theory with S. Jadaseohn, Schreck, 
Richard Hofmann (ot Leipsic) amd Dr. Paul Kleugel of 

Teaches but two subjecte—piano playing and 
theo: Every care given to piano p — both profes- 
dlesal ¢ and amateur, and the most approved methods taught 
in developing a perfect technique, interpretation and style. 
Teronto College of Music or 112 College Street. 


S. H, CLARK 


ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 


68 Winchester Street 
R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


@rgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of ——- London, Eng., 
and 0 ist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 
ronto, is prepared to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
, Sin ing, Harmony, 
ir. airclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 
musical examinations. Address— 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 
Pinas “ia Toronto, teacher of 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 


at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street. 


Ler N. WATKINS 
B03 Church Street 
fhorough instruction a Guitar, Mandolin and 
jither. 


Toronto 








(LATE OF THE ROYAL 
Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 


ALTER DONVILLE 


TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan _§ Buchanan St., and Tor and Terente ente College of Music © of Music 


ONTARIO LADIES COLLEGE 


WHITBY, ONT. 





Teachers’ Certifisates and University work up to the 
third year provided for in the regular course. 


A thorough Conservatory of Music, and fully «quipped 
schools of Art, Elocution and Commercial branches 


Apply to PRINCiPAL HARE, Ph. D 


THE LEADING 
CANADIAN 
FOR YOUNG WOMAN 


ST. THOMAS, ONT. 


Over 200 Students 


PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.D. 


MISS VEALS’ 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR YOUNG LADIES 
50 and 652 Peter Street, Toronto 


Courses or Stupy — English, Mathematics, Classics, 
Modern Languages. Superior advantages in Music and 
Art Resident native German and French teachers. Home 
care and refinement ombined with discipline and thorough 
mental training. 


WANTED 


Address— 





100 Ladies and Gentlemen | H. 
TO LEARN 87 
Shorthand, Bookkeeping ¢ Typeweiting 


Lucrative Positions in Offices 





Over 1409 pupils attended this school during past four 


ears. 
The entire charge until proficient is $5 


Lowe’s Commercial Academy 


346 ___ 846 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 


GS TAMMERING 
CAURCH'S AUTO-VOCE METHOD 
No fees in advance. 
249° Jarvis Street, ‘Toronto, Ont. Ont. 


Concerning | the Sick ! 


From DR. OLDRIGHT 


(P roteseor Sanitary Science Toronto University) 





TORONTO, JUNE 24 1891 
N. C. LOVE & CO: 


GuytLamen,—In reply to your enquiry regarding your 
Koumiss I may say that I have tried it and prescribed it 
for several patients, and find it of 8xCaLLanT Quaity. 

WM. OLDRIGHT. 


WALKING SHOES 


There will be a larger trade than ever 
in these goods this year. We always 
lead in Variety, Style, Durability. 


See our stock before purchasing 


Ge Ade TYPEWRITER 
The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Rontagtes to the exclusion of al! 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 


Your Picture Free 


| will give absolutely free with 
every dozen of our cabinets a large 
size Crayon Picture of yourself. . 


Don’t miss this opportunity. 


LYO N ’ S ion 
Oor. Yonge and Gerrard Streets 
W. L. FORSTER 


“suo anna er. caor ARTIST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8T. EAST 


AMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
gon monuments. Laglies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 


GUNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of.all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per des. 


F, 4. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


I72 Yonze Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store} 


“THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


This wher in dee a bon te been ne 
geet ape eee Offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining-room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
eS while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be 


Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, etor. 
HOMAS MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
145 Yonge Street, Toronto 


HOMCOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toroate 
Keeps in stock Pure Homeopathic Medicines, in Tinctures. 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Su of Milk Globules. 
Books and Family Medicine Cases from un to $12. Orders 
for Medicines and Books ots oureonF to. Send for 
Pamphlet. 0 Pharmacitst. 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 





NEW DENTAL OFFICE 


Lately opened by M. F. SMITH 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectness of ite fittings, etc., 
ag well as comfortable accommodation. 


Canada Life Assurance Building, King St. West 


Office houre—9 a.m. to 9 p.m. 





I WILL ADMINISTER THE “VITALIZED AIR” OR 
** Nitrous Oxide Gas,” free during the months of May 

and June. This offer holds only for a short time, 

and applies only to those ing in plates. —ae 

“* Air or Gas,” and extracting absolutely free. Best tee’ 

on rubber, $8 ; i on celluloid, 310, 


GGS, cor. Kin ng and Yonge 


TELEPHONE 147 





DR. 


MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preserv.t'on of the natural teeth 





















FOR SPRING TRADE 


elsewhere. 


& C. BLACHFORD 


and 89 Hing 
Street East 
Torente 


shoek ion iinks 

Shoes for the 1000 Islands 
Shoes tor Niagara 

Shoes for the Seaside 
Shoes for the Camp 


Pickes’ Great. Shoe Parlor 


3828 YONGE STREET 





other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 
tice or office work. a. 
Telephone 1207. 


GEORGE BENGOUG 
4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 






Returnin 


A especial U. 8. Officer at Union Station to examine 
e. 
C. Pk. Ticket Agent. City Ticket Offi -e— 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, eerie tune 


$500,000 sams.” “Reasonable rates of interest 


and terms of repayment. No valuation fee 
HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES M 


President cies. 





J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 
847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 


PY Ve 





PACIFIC Ky. 


Gommencing Friday, July 3 


Through Sleeper 


FROM 


TORONTO 


PORTLAND). 


OLD ORCHARD 


ON a MAINE COAST, 
nd to all 


WHITE MOUNTAIN RESORTS |" 


EVERY TUESDAY and FRIDAY 


, leave Old Orchard E very Monday 
and hursday, running through to 
Toronto du-ing Summer Season 


For rates and full information apply to any 


118 King St. West, 24 York St. 


Board of Trade Building, and 1216 Queen St, W., Parkdale. 


SEAL GARMENTS 


J. & J. LUGSDIN 


101 Yonge Street 


FLORAL ARTIST 


poeiee for Weddings and Evening Parties. Funeral 


Sir Juho A. Macdonald's 


ARSITY SCHOTTISCHE 


Avery pretty and popular schottische 


We carry everything f.und in a 
first class music house, and all the 
most Porvunar Vocat and Insrau- 
MENTAL Music carried in stock- 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
158 Yonge St., Toronto 


= LADIES = 


INTENDING TO HAVE THEIR 


Re-dyed, Altered op Made Over 


Should LEAVE THEM NOW with 


FURRIERS 
TORONTO 
Telephone No. 2575 


JAMES PAPE 


78 Yonge Street, Toronte 
Three doore north of King Street. 


on Destewe on the sh shortest not! ce. 


: NEW MUSIC :- 


RIGHT HON. 


FUNERAL MARCH 
By Chas. Bohner...... Price 400 





By 8, D. Scbultz...... Price 360 




















A. F. WEBSTER 


MEDICAL, 


D®: Cc. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Homeopathist and Medical Electrician 


Asthma, Epil , St. Vitus Dance, Diabetes, Ungina 
N Dyspesia, Consti' ronio, 
difficult or enesure diseases. y er ee 


LADIES—All ents and enlargements of the 
womb cured. cde oor aal clam 


D®. SPILSBURY—Diseases of Throat, 
Nose and Ear. 


210 Huron ‘Street, first door north College 
Consultation hours— 9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 


Physician and Surgéon 


Residemce 145 oo Hours 12 till 
8 p.m., and Sundays. Telev! 

Office 26 McCaul ro ga Hours 9 till 11 a.m., and 
7til9 p.m. Telephone 1685 


DR, EMILY H. STOWE, 119 CHURCH 


Conealtetion 1to5p.m. In Therapeutics, Electricity 
and Massage a specialty. Telephone 934. 


OHN B. HALL, M. rt 
Street, HONGor 18sT 
Specialties—Diseases of Chil ‘are ren ~ Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


and 328 Jarvis 





MARRIAGE LICENSES. 


GAmMU EL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
7 Seon 601 Queen St West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Streets. 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. 


JOSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 


Office, 4 Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


G>Fe-. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING 


The a as alee. coming season, at 


MRS A. JAMES 


153 Richmond Street Toronte 
Between York and Simooe Streets. 


Artistic Millinery 
THE FRENCH MELLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St West 
(First tee: Mail Office.) 
Ane platens te Flowers Feathers, Laon, Pater — 


MRS. A. BLACK, u. 
MILLINERY 


See our complete and well 
assorted stock for this season. 
eed = nn oa 
new ae rtisti 
fashioned meet the - 
quirements ‘ot each customer. 
Dress and Mantle 

Making Our Art 

Perfect fit, combined with 
elegant style and fine work. 
Leave orders early to ensure 
prompt attention. 

DRESS CUTTING 
taught daily by our New 
Tailor System. Send for il- 
lustrated circular. Induce- 
mente to agents. 








Established 1860 
J. & A. CARTER, 372 Yonge St. - 


Toronte 


DRESSMAKERS’ 
Magic Scale 


The Tailor ‘System of Cut- 
ting Improved and 
Simplified 


COMPLETE IN ONE PIECE 


MISS CHUBB, Gen. Agt. 
Waist Linings and Dresses Cut 


CORSETS 
=a to order. Satisfaction guar- 


266 1-2 Yonge St. 


(Just south of Trinity Sq.) 


TAKE THE FAST STEAMER 


Empress of India 


Daily at 7.30 a.m. and 3 40 p.m. from Geddes’ Whart, for 


St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, Buf- 
falo, New York 


and all points east. Tickets at all G. T. R. and Empr 
Ticket Offices. Very low rates to Excursion portion is 


Cr NY 








Leas 


Orel a 


DEAFNESS 


ITS CAUSES AND CURE 


Scientifically treated by an aurist of world-wide reputa- 


Deafness eradicated and entirely cured, of trom 20 


to 30 years’ standing, after all other treatments have 
failed. How the difficulty is reached and the cause re- 
moved, fully explained in circulars, with affi Javits and tes- 
timonials 0 cures from prominent people, mailed free. 


Dr. A. FONTAINE, 34 West 14th St., N. W. 


CUNARD 


AND OTHER STEAMSHIP LINES FOR 


EUROPE 


58 Yonge Street 


RAND NATIONAL 
Stabl net Matasl 
ui 
Weeden: 


with comstal drivers 
any time day or night. 
Telephone 2104 
wae Arthur M. Bowman 
‘ Proprietor 





oS e pcserraren Aone ses 
LAW, FD DESIGNED: &ENGROWED 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. it 











Out of Town. 


NiAGARA-ON THE LAKE, 


Owing to some difficulty in securing a ball- 
room in their own city that would satisfy the 
wishes and requirements of the committee and 
members, the St. Catharines Lawn Tennis 
Club decided to hold their annual ball at the 
Chautauqua hotel. Consequently invitations 
were issued for Thursday evening instead of 
for the usual Wednesday night dance, thus 
combining the two. The result was one of the 
most delightful dances held so far this season. 
With a few exceptions all the fashion and 
beauty of the town were present, while the 
party from St. Catharines, numbering jabout 
sixty, brought with them some familiar faces 
from Toronto and Niagara Falls. Among 





















SLE 


others present were: r. and the Misses A 

Mack, Mr. Fuller, Mr. Reynolds, Dr. ex 
Hamilton Merritt, Mr. MHelliwell, Miss t] a \e nee 
Bite, the Misses Larkin, Mrs. Ben- —] 


PA) 


100 &102 Bav STREET, 
—-— TORONTO,—-— 


son, Mrs. Heward Helliwell, Mr. A. Jones, 
Mr. Horrock, the Misses Thompson, Mr, Black- 
wood, Miss Houston, Miss Arnold, Miss Kings- 
mill, the Misses Geale, Miss Montgomery, Mrs, 





IT Is WitHout A Doust 


The Greatest Clearing Sale We have Ever Known 
or Heard of 


LADIES, such is the expression we hear every minute in the day. 
Do you wonder at it ? 

If you do, read our great 4-page circular and study the prices. 
Do you require silks ? 

__ If so, THE BON MARCHE is offering the most astonishing Bargains in Dress 
Silks and Satins that have ever been placed before the buying public. Read ofa 
few of positively the greatest opportunities for saving money ever given to the 
ladies of Toronto, and remember that every line mentioned is worth from 30 to 


and Miss D-yer, Mr. G. Foulkes, Mr. and Miss 
Milloy, Mr. Nilles, Mr. A. een: Mr. and 
Mes. A. W. Deane, Mr. Gurney, Mr. Taylor, 
Mes. Thompson, Mrs, Scull, Mr. A. Sawin, Mr, 
aud Mrs. Fox, Mrs. and Miss Geddes, Mr, 
Arnold, Mr. C. Swaley, the Misses Heward, Mr. 
H. McGiverin, Mr. Griffin, Mr, and Miss E. Rus- 
sell, Mr. W. H. Cawthra, Mr. Moreton, Mr. H 
W. Pringle, Mr. E. Syer, Mrs, Eastman, Mrs. 
Sheridan, the Misses Boulton. On such a 
special occasion there were of course many 
handsome costumes in the room. A few 
particularly remarked were: Miss Kings- 
mill, black lace; Miss Lulu Thompson, 
black net, yellow ribbons ; Miss Heward, black 
lace and white chrysanthemums; Miss Edith 
Heward, white cashmere and ee mag 
Miss C. Arnold, white china silk; Miss 
Houston, canary-colored cashmere ; Miss Mack, 
lavender silk; Miss Milloy, cream cashmere 
and orange silk ; Miss Russell, blue china silk; 
Miss C. Mack, mauve and cream china silk; 
Miss Larkin, blue cashmere and coffee lace; 
Miss Montgomery, white net and yellow 
ribbons; Miss Bate, black net; Miss ane, 
black net. 

The first concert given this season at the 

Chautauqua amphitheater by Mr. 
Ramsay last Friday was a great success. At 
least three or four hundred were present, 
and the hearty burst of applause which 
greeted his appearance upon the platform 
must have been most gratifying to him. 
His selection of songs was a most happily 
chosen one, each in turn receiving one, some- 
times two encores, to which he good -humor- 
edly responded, to the heartily expressed 
delight of his audieuce. He was assisted dur- 
ing the evening by Mrs. Ramsay, who, as Miss 
Fowler, will be remembered as one of tne stars 
of the Toronto Conservatory of Music, Mrs. 
Thompson, Mr. Leydon, Master Bert Thomp- 
son and Professor S. H. Clark, all of whom are 
familiar and favorite figures upon the plat- 
form of the Chautauqua amphitheater and are 
too well known to need further notic:>. 

Some of those present at the hop at the 
Queen's last Saturday were: Mr. and Mrs, 
W. A. Dickson, Mr. Pipon, the Misses 
Boulton, Mr. J. . and the Misses 
Heward, Miss Kingsmill, the Misses Thomson, 
Miss F. Houston, Mr. Creig, Mr. Ernest 
Macrae, Mr. Campbell, Mr. and Miss Russell, 
Mrs, J. Lewis, Miss Bryan, Mrs and Miss 
Dryer, Miss Montgomery, the Misses Ker, Mra. 
Hedley Anderson, Mr. and Mrs. H. Garrett, 
Mrs, Fabian, Mr. and Mrs. D. B. Macdougall, 
Mr. W. and the Misses Gale, Miss Burnett, 
Miss Gertrude Armstrong Mr, Roberts, the 
Misses King, Miss Paffard, Capt. and Mrs. 
Irving, Miss R. Geddes, Mr. and Mrs. M. Bur- 
rell, Mr. Taylor, Mr. and Mrs, Tait, Mr. H. 
Lansing, Mr. F. Knybett. 

Some of the costumes worn were: Mrs. 
Walter Dickson, mauve and white; Miss 
Armstrong, white net; Miss Russell, white 
satin stri gauze; Miss Houston, pink 
muslin ; iss Bryan, white gauze: iss 

. Gale, white watered silk; Miss 
Montgomery, white dotted muslin. yellow 
ribbons ; Miss Burnett's, one of the most 
noticeably handsome dresses in the room, 
salmon brocaded silk, white silk fringe; Mrs. 
Strathy, mauve silk; Miss Boulton, white 
China silk ; Miss Paffard, black net ; Mrs. 
Irving. blue and white costume, jeweled belt; 
Miss Kip yellow cashmere with black 
feather trimming; Miss Heward, white em- 
broidered musiin, mauve ribbons ; Miss Thom- 
son, black net with corsage bouquet of pink 
roses; Miss L. Thomson, black lace and natural 
reses, 

About half past seven last Sunday morn- 
ing the alarming cry of fire rang through 
the corridors of the Queen’s Royal hotel. 
The scene that followed can be easily 
imagined. Figures in presemneanely light at- 
tire appear at half open doorways and 
rows of frightened, anxious faces looked 
eagerly out from the windows of every flat. 
Nothii however, was to be seen except from 
the windews overlooking the kitchen on the 
south side, where the fire originated, and to 
which it was vt entirely confined. About 
half an heur sufficed to reduce order and quiet 
the fears of the. alarmed guests, who thank- 
fully retreated to unpack valises and lose in 
sleep the remembrance of their short-lived 
terror. 

The grim fiend was also at work last Friday 
night, when Mrs. Chittenden’s pretty little 
cottage, Riverside, was reduced to a heap of 
ashes, Willing hands rendered every possible 
assistance, but the fire was discovered too late 
to attempt more than the placing in safety of 
some of the most valuable pieces of furniture, 
Mrs, and the Misses Chittenden are at present 
“ee with friends on the River road. 

he Misses Thompson of Toronto and Miss 
Houston of Niagara Falls south, who were the 
guests last week of Miss Kingsmill, have re- 
turned home. 

Miss Boulton is the guest of Miss Kingsmill. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fabian spent a few days last 
week at the Willows. 

Mr. and Mrs. Copp and family of Wellesley 
street, Toronto, will spend a week or two at 
Miss Beaven’s. 

Prof. Clark was in town on Monday. 

Miss Paffard has returned from St. Cath- 
arines where she has been visiting friends 
during the past few weeks. GALATEA, 


BARRIE. 

‘The following guests are staying at Bie Bay 
Point, near Barrie: Mr. and Mrs. J. L. Kirk, 
family and nurse, Mr. and Mrs. George Boxall 
and child, Mr, and Mrs. Charles E. Stone and 
baby, Miss L. Armson, Misses L. M. and A 
Joseph, Mr. and Mrs. C. O. Strange and chil- 
dren, Mr, and Mrs. J. Carry, child and nurse ; 
Mr, and Mrs. W. J. Pate and family, Mr. and 
Mrs. Henry Davis, nurse and children, Mr. M. 
Lawrence. Mrs. Yates, Mrs. G. F. Howarth and 
family, Alf. Featherstonehaugh, Bob Gilmour, 
Mr. and Mrs, M. Cohen, Miss L. Ansell, Mrs. 
G. Lyon, Mr. J. S. Cohen, Miss Walker, Misses 
J. and M, L. Walker, Miss Ray Cohen, N. 
Durdan, all of Toronto, Aug. Morgan, of 
Santy Bay, Mrs. E. Lennox of Bronke, Mr. W. 
P. Chapman, Messrs. Will Bickell, H. G. Jack- 
son, D, H, MacLaren, Vaughan W. Roberts, 
crew of yacht '‘Norma,” Barrie. Mr. and Mra, 
J. H. McKeggie of Barrie, 

Mr. Bogart has again opened his studio and 
laced his large tent in position. Mr. Bogart 
as.a large number of curios from the Southern 

States on exhibition, which excite the admira- 
tion of all. A new floor makes the tri-weekly 
dances full of pleasure. 

A pone party of about thirty came from 
Barrie last week on the steam yacht * Sea 
— "and enjoyed a dance at Mr. Bogart’s 

en 

Mr. and Mrs. W. J. Sanford and family of 
Barrie have arrived at their pretty little cottage 
at the Point. Miss Spry of Barrie is visiting 
Mrs, Sanford. 

Now that the steamer “Lillie” has com- 
menced her regular trips, a large number of 
campers are expected. 
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Mrs. Lawrence, Mrs. Heindrich and Miss 
Baby Heindrich of Toronto are camping on 
the Point, 

The Peninsular Park post office has been 
opened at the Robinson House for the conven- 
ience of campers and visitors to the Point. 
Mails are daily from Barrie, 





Once in a While. 


The Rev. Jasper Bash, a circuit rider in Ten- 
nessee, got up a great revival in Sumner 
Pome | and succeeded in bringing into the 
sheepfold of redemption nearly every wayward 
one in the neighborhood. Among the obsti- 
nates was an old horse swapper named Cline. 
One night, near the close of the revival, the 
preacher approached Cline, who sat at the rear 
— of the house, and sitting down beside him, 
said : 

‘*Brother Cline, Iam sorry to see you hold- 
ing back.” 

“ Well,” Cline answered, ‘‘I reckon it’s 
nachul for a hoss to hold back when he don’t 
know what’s at the bottom of the hill.” 

** Yes, that is true enough when the horse is 
turned down hill, but we are headed up hill, 
Brother Cline, and want you to go along with 
us. 

‘** Parson, I don’t believe Ican do it and keep 
on with my business, I don’t believe I can be 
religious and keep on swappin’ hosses ; and if I 
stop, why, I can’t make a livin’ for my family.” 

“But why can’t you swap horses and be 
religious at the same time?” 

** Wall, because a horse-swapper must stretch 
the truth once in a while.” 

“It won’t make any difference. Come, let me 
lead you to the altar.” 

**I'd rather not, parson,” said Cline, holding 


back. 

“Come on, for I tell you—confidentially, of 
course”—he whispered, “that it won’t make 
any difference if you stretch facts only once in 
a while.” 

Cline went to the mourners’ bench, prayed 
for regeneration, and, on the following San- 
eo, was taken in as a member of the church. 

everal days afterward, while riding along 
the road, Cline met the preacher, who was on 
his way to fill an appointment. 

**Why, how are you, Brother Bash?” 

‘First rate, I thank you, Brother Cline.” 

‘*Brother Bash, I think you ought to have a 
better hoss than the one you’re ridin’, There's 
no reason why a preacher, shouldn't ride as 
good stock as anybody. I’ve got a lot of good 
hosses on hand, and if you want this hoss, 
war I reckon we can arrange for you to get 

m.” 

‘* Yours is surely a noble looking animal,” 
said the preacher, his eyes brightening as he 
surveyed the horse, 

* Yes,” replied Cline, S‘ and he is as good as 
he looks. Now, I'll tell you what I'll do. [ have 
been wanting to do something for you ever 
since I joined your church, and am willin’ to 
- ges have this fine hoss for the pony you are 
r — 

‘* You are surely generous,” said the preacher, 
* and feeling that I have been instrumental in 
doing you good, J will avail myselfof your kind 
offer. Your horse is gentle, I hope?” 

*“ As a lamb,” Cline answered. 

“Two good eyes, I presume ?” 

‘“* Like two spy-glasses.” 

They dismounted, took off their saddles and 
exchanged horses. 

About a week later the preacher, walking, 
and limping painfully, approached Cline’s 
house. 

** How are you, Brother Bash ?” Cline called, 
coming out towards the fence. 

** Don't you call me brother,” exclaimed the 
preacher. 

“Why not?” 

** Because you grossly lied tome. You said 
that the infernal horse was gentile, and he al- 
most kicked the life out of me. You said that 
he had two good eyes, and he walked off a 
bluff and killed himself.” 

I'm sorry, Brother Bash, but see here a mo- 
ment. Before I went to the mourners’ bench I 
told you about my hoss-swappin’, and you said 
it wouldn’t make any difference if I didn’t tell 
the truth once in a while, and when I swapped 
with you it happened to be one of the once in a 
whiles. Good day, Brother Bash.”—Arkansaw 
Traveler, 

Considering Trifles 

Br’er Cornkuller—How am it, Br’er Kauly- 
flower, dat de kermittee at de fa’r gib de 
premyum fo’ de bes’ apples ter Br’er Calamus? 
Dem apples er Br’er Calamus did’n bergin ter 
fotch up wid mine. 

Br’er Kaulyflower—As ter de size an’ fa’rness 
ob de apple y’ermn reckterfied in yo’ statemen’, 
Br’er Kornkuller, but as ter de size an’ flavor 
ob de wums in de seberal specermints, dem 
what ‘habited Br’er Calamus’ pippins wuz the 
mos’ fat an’ palumble, an’ deze am tings de 
hones’ kermittee am boun’ ter consider.— Boston 
Courier. 








Boudoir Requirements. 


A large and handsomely fitted store, devoted 
to the various items of a lady's toilet has been 
opened lately at corner of Yonge and Carlton 
streets, which is a credit to Toronto, for there 
is not a finer hairgoods, hairdressing and 
perfumery establishment to be seen in New 
York, tnlaane or Boston, than this one. On 
the ground floor the goods are on exhibition, 
with private office for tryingon hair, 8, and at 
the rear of the store is a handsomely fitted up 
gentleman's hair-dressing parlor, with electric 
machinery for burning the hair. On the first 
floor, are the ladies hair-dressing rooms, six in 
number, with the large waiting parlor beauti- 
fully fitted up. The second floor and basement 
are devoted to the manufactury of hair. 

sand toilet preparations, The owners of 
this establishment are Trancle-Armand & Co, 
Composed of Jean Trancle-Armand, manager 
and O. Trencle-Armand residing in Paris, 
France. The proprietors deserve all praise 
for their enterprise. Jean Trencle-Armand 
is a well-known artist among the fashionable 
society of Toronto, and equally well-known 
among the profession of Paris and London. 





The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are : Black Business, 
by Hawley Smart ; Violet Vvyian, M. F, H., by 

ay Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Peraed. All the best books are to be 
found in the Red Letter Series, for sale by 
beoksellers everywhere, 


60 % more than the price quoted. 
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And hundreds of other lines, which we must omit, owing to the limited space 


at our disposal. 
goods. We will be pleased 


THE BON MARCHE~ - 


Ladies, we invite you to visit our store and examine each line ot 


to show them whether you purchase or not. 


¢ and 9 KING STREET EAST 








McKENDRY’S |TO CAMPING PARTIES 


202 YONGE STREET 


6 Doors North of Queen 


SATURDAY 


OW foclish it is for mothers 

and wives to trade at a 
particular store or on a particular 
street just because it’s a fashion- 
able rendezvous or the swell prom- 
enade, regardless of the fact that 
they may be paying fifty per cent. 
too much ‘ for their whistle.” This 
store, although democratic to the 
back bone, holds a stock of goods 
elegant and good enough for a 
millionaire’s family to select from, 
and at the same time will not be 
persuaded into charging more than 
the very lowest prices consistent 
with qualities, if even by so doing 
we might make this store a fashion- 
able resort. We like the idea of 
seeing the rich and poor, artizan 
and capitalist, or their wives, trad- 
ing side by side. We have goods 
to suit all purses at right prices, 
and are therefore busy when dul- 
ness and deadness prevails else- 
where. This store, over all things 
else, must be a busy, busy place— 
we'd rather have a busy store than 
anything on earth. We have it 
and will keep it. Of course it re- 
quires hard work and lots of it to 
keep such bargains before the 


public as we have been doing, but | 


that’s what we live for, that’s our 
business. All through the remain- 
ing days of July the sound of bar- 
gain doings will hum in the air, 
If you want Laces, Hosiery, Rib- 
bons, Gloves, Corsets, Dress Goods 
or household napery you will find 
every counter loaded with great 
values at 


McKENDRY'S 


202 Yonge St., 6 Doors north of Queen 


SPECIAL GENERAL MEETING OF THE SHARE- 
HOLDBRS of the 


TORONTO ATHLETIC CLUB (Limited) 


Will be held in the offices of the Club, Room 24, Bank of 
Commegce Building, King Street West, Toronto, at 3 p.m., 
on the FOURTH DAY OF AUGUST, 1891, to confirm a 
by-law enacted by the Directors to amend by-law No. 8 of 
the Club and to make it conform toa provision of the 
charter respecting the number of Directors, and to confirm 
the electiou of an additional Director rendered necessary 
thereby, and to submit a report to the shareholders of the 
steps taken for the completion of the pects of the land, 
and to submit the plans of the building to be erected 
thereon, and to take authority to commence the construc- 
tion of the buildi 





without delay. By order, 
. GREVILLE-HARSTON, Sec.-Treas 


Pupils. 


A gentleman of some literary distinction, 
who has had an educational experience of over 
twenty years in Europe and America and who 
has been uniformly successful in preparing 
pupils for admission to the principal universi- 
ties in Great Britain, Ireland and the United 
States, desires pupils. Highest references. 
Address, A. N., Sarurpay Nienr Office. 











With the Thermometer at Ninety. 
Boy on Shore—I say, fellers, hurry as quick 
as yer kin; there’s the Sunday school bell 


ringin’, 
Chorus—Let it ring! (They dive). 





We have on hand a full and spe: ially selected stock 
of camping and picnic supplies, including Fine Wines, 
Liquors and aerated waters, put up in assorted cases 
to suit, and shipped to all resorts. We will pay ship- 
ping charges on all orders of $10 and upwards. Try 
our celebrated blende of whiskey—easy to take—and 
with all the nutritive qualities required by invalids. 

Orders by mail, wire or telephone promptly at- 
tended to. 


F. P. BRAZILL & CO. 


152 King Street East 
TORONTO 


N. B.---Try a case (12 bottles) of our Choice Claret, from $3.75 per 
case and upwards, cheapest in the market. ‘Aged whiskies our 


TELEPHONE 678 
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specialty.” 
| . . ° ° . e ° . 
Extend a cordial invitation to the musical public to inspect their ware- 
'rooms, which have just been decorated and remodelled on a scale 
| gan - - - 

| (and they trust with a degree of taste) worthy ot the art manufacture 


| of which they are prominent representatives. The celebrated portrait 


by Joukouvsky of the great tone master, 


DR. FRANZ LIZST 


' has now been placed in the most favorable position (as to light) which 
it has yet occupied, and its magnificent qualities as a work of art may 
now be appreciated to a degree hitherto not possible. 

DISPLAY of 


The warerooms are now filled with a MAGNIFICENT 


pianos of their own manufacture, to which especial attention is also 


32 KING ST. WEST 


Charles Brown & Co.'s Park Pheston 


The Only Two-Wheeler that is a Success in Every Way 


called. 








BODY AND SPRINGS 


HAVE 


No Connection 


WITH 


SHAFTS 





Elegant in style and finish. The finest 


Entirely new. \ 
trap made for doctors and ladies. 


CHARLES BROWN & CoO. 


6 Adelaide Street East, Toronto 
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The Grand Old Man in a Nutshell, 

It is said that there once lived a man who 
wrote out the whole of Homer’s Iliad in such 
tiny characters that his transcript could be 
carried about in a nutshell. His task can 
scarcely have been more difficult than that 
which Mr. George Russel] had to face when he 
undertook to tell the story of Mr. Gladstone’s 
life and career in less than three hundred 
octavo pages. The great statesman’s active 
connection with the politics and social life of 
our country extends over more than half a cen- 
tury, and he has touched aud adorned the life 
of our Victorian era at almost every point. A 
small work devoted to so large a subject must 
be, to be worth anything, a marvel of conden- 
sation. We find such marvel in Mr. Russell’s 
contribution to the ‘* Queen's Prime Ministers” 
series. There are none of the weary common- 
places of contemporary biography within its 
covers ; it is at once well-informed, concise, 
and judicious. The author has had an Iliad to 
trauscribe; and he has kept it within the 
compass of a nutshell. To review the book at 
length would be to re-write the history of the 
last fifty years; we shall, therefore, best con- 
sult the interests of our readers by dealing 
with those chapters which contain new and 
hitherto inaccessible information, 

Mr. Russell devotes a good deal of his space 
to Mr. Gladstone’s youth. As he points out in 
the preface to the 


Mr. Gladstone’s career which are within 


general recollection ” and ‘* bestowed more de- | 


tailed attention on the early stages, which are 

now to most people either unknown or for- 

got ten.” Hence the a pages devoted to his 
ife at Eton and at Oxford. 

He entered Eton after the summer holidays 
of 1821, under the head-mastership of the 
terrific Dr. Keate. To quote the emphatic tes- 
timony of Sir Richard Murchison, he was then 
**the prettiest little boy that ever went to 
Eton.” He boarded at Mrs. Shurey’s, a house 
at the south end of the broad walk in front of 
the schools and facing the cha 
nearer the famous Christopher Inn than would 
nowadays be thought desirable. On the wall 
oppcsite the house (which now belongs to Mr. 
Carter) the name of “‘ Gladstone,” carved, it is 
believed, by the statesman’s own hand, may 
still be traced. 

Mr. Gladstone worked hard even during his 
school-days. He was a “sap”. 

In other words (says Mr. Russell) he was not 
ashamed to fulfill the purpose for which boys 
are, at any rate in theory, sent to school. He 
worked hard at his classical lessons, and sup- 
plemented the ordinary business of the school 
by studying mathematics in the holidays. His 
interest in work was first aroused by Mr. 
Hawtrey, afterwards head mast: +, who com- 
mended a copy of his Latin verscs, and “‘ sent 
him up for good.” This experience first led the 
young student to associate intellectual work 
with the ideas of ambition and success. He 
was not a fine scholar in that restricted sense 
of the term which implies a special aptitude 
for turning English into Greek and Latin or 
for original versification in the classical 
languages, ‘‘ His composition,” we read, ‘‘ was 
stiff,” but he was imbued with the substance 
of his authors, 

Mr. Gladstone was not popular, or even 
widely known, at Eton. He was seen to the 
greatest advantage and was most thorougbly at 
home in the debates of the Eton Society and in 
the editorship of the F'‘on Miscellany. 

The Eton Society in Gladstone’s day was a 
remarkable group of brilliant boys. Its meet- 
ings were held over Miss Hatton’s ‘‘sock- 
shop.” Its tone was intensely Tory. Current 
politics were forbidden subjects, but political 
opinion disclosed itself through the thin dis- 
guise of historical or academical questions, 
The execution of Stafford and Charles I., the 
characters of Oliver Cromwell and Milton, the 
**Contrat Social” of Rousseau, and the events 
of the French Revolution, laid bare the 
speakers’ political tendencies as effectually as 
if the conduct of Queen Caroline, the foreign 
— of Lord Castiereagh, or the repeal of the 

est and Corporation Act had been the subject 
of debate. 

Mr. Gladstone left Eton at Christmas, 1527 ; 
and having read for six months with private 
tutors, went up to Christ Church in October, 
1828. Here,as at Eton, his chief distinction 
was his eloquence. He took a brief but bril- 
liant share in the proceedings of the Union of 
which he was successively secretary and presi- 
dent. 

His great achievement was his speech against 
the Whig Reform Bill. [This, by the way, was 
unearthed by Disraeli and used in debate many 
years afterwards] In April, 183i, Arthur 
Hallam writes : *‘ { have had a long letter from 
Gladstone; he is very bitter against the Re- 
form Bill;” and when he came to deliver his 
sentiments in debate his genuine indignation 
raised him to an unusual pitch of eloquence. 
He denounced the bill as destined to change our 
form of government and to break up the founda- 
tions of social order. One who heard this famous 
discourse says that it ‘‘ converted Alston, the 
son of the member of Hartford, who immedi- 
ately on the conclusion of Gladstone’s speech 
walked across from the Whig to the Tory side 
of the House, amidst loud acclamations.” 
Another who heard it says: 
speakers rose, more or less, above their usual 
level, but when Mr. Gladstone sat down we all 
of us felt that an epoch in our lives had 
occurred. It certainly was the finest speech 
of his that I ever heard.” 
Wordsworth says that his experience of Mr. 
Gladstone at this time ‘‘made me (and, I doubt 
not, others also) feel no less sure than of my 
own existence that Gladstone, our then Christ 


Church undergraduate, would one day rise to | 


be Prime Minister of Eogland.” 

Of his private life, Mr. Russell for obvious 
and sufficient reasons says very little. But he 
makes up for his failure to do so by a brilliant 
analysis of the many-sided character of his 


friend and sometimes political chief. The para- | me 


mount factor of the great man’s nature, accord- 
ing to Mr. Russell, is his religiousness. 

The religion in which Mr, Gladstone lives 
and moves and has bis being is an intensely 


vivid and eaergetic principle, passionate on i's | 


emotional side, definite in its theory, imperious 
in its demands, practical, visible and tangible 
in its effects. It runs iike a silver strand 
through the complete and variegated web of 
his long and chequered life. We saw that he 
wished to take Holy Orders instead of entering 
parliament. Had the decision gone differently, 
the most interesting of all the Lives of the 
Archbishops of Canterbury would still be un- 
written. But the mere choice of a profession 
could make no difference to the ground-tone of 
M:. Gladstone’s thought. While a politician 
he was still essentially, and above all, a Chris- 
tian— some would say, an ecclesiastic. Through 
all the changes and chances of a political 
career, as a Tory, as a Home Ruler, in office 
and in opposition, sitting as a duke’s nominee 
for a pocket borough, and enthroned as the 
idol of an adoring democracy Mr. Gladstone, 
Piays, io the many games of life, that one 
Where what he most doth value must be won. 

In his own personal habits, known to all men, 
of systematic devotion ; in his rigorous reser- 
vation of the Sunday for sacred uses ; in his 
written and spoken utterances; in his favor- 
ite studies; in his administration of public 
affairs ; in the grounds on which he has based 
his opposition to policies of which he has dis- 
appruved—he has ateadily and constantly 
asserted for the claims of religion a paramount 
place in public consideration, and bas reproved 
the stale socialism which thinks, or affects to 
think, that Christianity, as a spring of human 
action, is an exhausted force. 

Next to religiousness comes love of power. 

From his youth up Mr. Gladstone has been 
conscious of high aims and great abilities. He 
has earnestly desired to serve his day and 
generation, and he has known that he has 
unusual capacity for giving effect to this desire, 
In order that those oot and that capacity 
may have free scope, it has been necessary that 
their possessor should be in a position of 
authority, of leadership, of command. And 


hese illness can iy tte ene 


ittle volume before us, he | 
has *‘ touched lightly on those later events of | 


1, and rather | 





“Most of the | 


Bishop Charles | 





TORO 


thus it comes about that ambition has been 
eo of his religion : for ambition means with 
im nothing else than the resolute determina. 
tion to possess that official control over the 
machine of State which will enable him to 
fulfill his predestined part in the providential 
order, and to do, on the largest scale and with 
the amplest opportunities, what be conceives 
to be his duty to God and man. This is Mr, 
Gladstone’s love of power. “a 

It will probably surprise no one to learn that 
Mr. Gladstone is ‘essentially and funda- 
mentally a Conservative.” 

This temper of his mind (remarks Mr, Rus- 
sell) powerfully affects his feelings about great 
authors of all types and times. He is acavalier 
all over in his devotion to Sir Walter Scott. 
He reveres St. Thomas Aquinas as a chief ex- 
ponent of the great principle of authority. 

Mr. Gladstone has occasionally carried his 
devotion to the existing order of things to a 
ludicrous point. He has been heard to lament 
the abolition of the nobleman’s gown at Ox- 
ford, and he deprecates the admission of the 
general public to Constitution Hill.—Pall Mali 
Gazette. 


Peace-maker—He says he’s very sorry for 
what he done, an’ he wants ter know if you'll 
axept a bookay? 

Aggrieved One—Tell him I’ve lost all con- 
fidence in him an’I don’t want nothing to do 
with him no more !|—Life. 





DENTISTRY. 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 
5 Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and '84. 
74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. Tel. 2266 


R. CAPON Tel. 3821 
12 Carlton Street 
Toronto (Gold Medal}; D.D.S., Philadelphia; 
M.D.S., New York. 


W-™:. MILLS, L.D.S, D.D.S., Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D®: J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 


L.D.S., 


Telephone 2278. TORONTO 


R. A. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 


Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. O. D. 3. 
Office—N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 


LANOLINE CREAM 


REMOVES 


Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Rough- 
ness, Redness and Hardness of 
the Skin, and Prevents 
Wrinkles 


PREPARED ONLY AT 


Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

ARMITAGE—At St. Catharines, on July 23, Mra. W. J. 
Armitage—a daughter. 

FARQUHAR—At Toronto, on July 20th, Mrs. George 
Farquahar—a sor. 

HODGINS—At Rosedale, Mre. Frank E. 
Hodgins—a daughter. 

LINDS AY—At Toronto, on July 19, Mrs. David Lindsay 
—a daughter. 

HAMILTON—At Toronto, on July 22, Mra. F. R. Hamil- 
ton—a son 

PALMER- 





on May 25, 


At Woodstock, on July 26, Mrs. B. W. Palmer 


| —a daughter. 


ECCLESTONE—At Toronto, 
Ecclest one—a son. 

KEEFER—At Galt, on July 19, Mrs. W. Napier Keefer—a 
son 

PEARSALL— At Toronto, on July 20, Mrs. C. Pearsall— 
a daughter. 

SMITH—At Toronto, on July 14, Mrs. W. Harley Smith 
—a daughter 

McCLELLAND McClel- 
land—a daughter 

EARL—At Toronto, on July 22 
daughter. 

GORRIE—At Toronto, on July 24, Mra Alex. M. Gorrie— | 
a son 

SILCOX —At Greenwood, on July 24, Mrs. J. D. Sileox—a 


on July 18, Mrs. H. Y. 


At Toronto, on July 18, Mrs. R 


Mre. Edward H Earl—a 


GIBSIN—At Walkertor, on July 21, Mrs. Alfred Gibson 


—& 800. 


Marriages. 

MOFFAT—MESTON—At St. Thomas’ church, Sussex 
avenue, Torento, on June 23, by Rev. J.C. Roper, M.A, 
George Mc ff .t, editor of Our Monthly, to Kate Meston of 
Barresgate, Drumoak, Aberdeenshire, Scotland. 

ORK —JOHNSTON—At the residence of the bride's 
parents, on July 21, by Rev. Kenneth McLannen, Mr. 
Robert Kembal Orr, B.A., barrister at-law, to Miss Dora A. 
J Johnston, third daughter of Mr. James Johnston cf 
Whitby, Ont. No cards 

GRAY— GLASSFORD— At Toronto, on July 22, Henry J. 
Gray to Mary Emma G assford. 

BOWLES-—-HOMUTH—At Wingham, on July “2, 
Bowles to Rosa Homuth. 

BOWERMAN —MADDEN—At Toronto, 
Stephen L. Bowerman to Rhoda B. Madden. 


Edgar 


on July 22, 


| One of the highest German authorities says: 


Nestlé’s Milk Food is alone to be recommended ” 


H diet for infants in all cases of Summer Complaints. 


NTO SATURDAY 


GOODMAN—McCALLUM—At New Hamburg, on July 23, 
Edwin Goodman, M.B., to Jessie Georgina McCallum. 

MITCHELL—CROWSTON—At Langside, on July 14, 
Moorehouse Mitchell to Kate Crowston. 

LEE—CARTER—At Benguella, West Africa, on July 23, 
Rev. Wilberforce Lee to Agnes Alberta Carter. 

MITCHELL—BROWNLOW—At Chicago, on July 21, 
George A. Mitchell to Adelaide Brownlow. 

GLASS—STARK—At Hamilton, on July 22, John H. 
Glass to Emilie Mabel Stark 

ROBINEON—AWTY—At Mitchell, on July 22, I. A. 
Robinson to Maud Awty. 

SHERIDAN— 3ANSON—At Toronto, on July 24, Joseph 
Brimsley Sheridan to Marjorie Florence Sanson. 

KEN WORTHY—KEAGEY—At Grimsby Park, on July 27, 
J. W. Kenworthy, jr., to Sarah Caroline Keagey. 


Deaths. 


MACNACHTAN-—At Cobourg, on July 22, Edmund A. 
Macnachtap, aged 66 years 

MILLIGAN—At Toronto, on July 22, Harriette Eunice 
Milligan, aged 48 years 

PiM—At Toronto, on July 22, Mrs. Jane Parker, aged 56 


years. 
PATTISON—At Chicago, on July 17, Blijah S Pattison. 
CANIFF—At Belleville, on July 22, Jonas Caniff, aged 74 


years. 

ARBUTHNOT—At Toronto, on July 25, Duncan Stuart 
Arbuthnot, aged one year and 17 days. 

LAIDLAW—At Toronto, on July 26, the infant son of 
James Laidlaw, aged 8 weeks. 

BENNETT—At Orangeville, on July 26, Margaret Ann 
Bennett. 

COSGROVE—At Toronto, on July 23, Owen Cosgrove. 

CROSBY—At Markham, on July 22, Mary Crosby, aged 
85 years 

SHEARD—At Toronto, on July 23, Sarah Sheard, aged 

76 years. 

VON ZUBEN—On July 26, Emil Von Zuben. 

RAE—At Sydenham, on July 7, Mary Severight Rae, 
aged 72 years. 

KENNEDY—At Dixie, on July 28, John Kennedy, aged 
48 years and 2 months 

CRAWFORD—At Dunville, July 12, Charles Court Craw- 
ford, aged 73 years. 

ROBLIN—At Toronto, on July 28, James W. Roblin, 
aged 6 months 23 days. 


TIME IS MONEY 


You ean get the best value in Watches 


FROM 
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MANUFACTURING JEWELER 


61 King Street East, opposite Toronto Street 


This Young Man’s Occupation is Gone 


And our machines are now cleaning the 
Costly Carpets and Fine Rugs for 
the ladies of Toronto 

We would like the ladies to give us a call and see how 
the work is done. We are ap ee to do all kinds cf 
cleaning, fitting and laying (no chains or ropes to tear your 
carpets). Grease spots removed. Open all the year. 
Orders called for and returned to any part of the city. 
We have a special moth proof room for storing carpets. 
Send for price lists. Furniture repaired. 


Toronto Carpet Cleaning Company 


Cffice and Works 44 Lombard Street 
Telephone 2686 
A. S. PFEIFFSBR & HOUGH BROS. 


DUFFERIN PARK RACES 


TORONTO, ONT. 


Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, Saturday 
August 5, 6, 7 and 8, and 


Monday (Civic Holiday) Aug. 10 


Races start at 2 30 o’clock each day. 


FIRST DAY—Three minute class trot, purse $300. 
for all trot, purse $300. 

SECOND DAY—2 40 class trot, purse $300. 
trot and pace, purse $300. 

THIRD DAY—2.45 class trot and pace, purse $300 
class trot and pace, purse 3300. 

FOURTH DAY—2 50 class, purse #300. 
and pace, purse $300. 

FIFTH DAY—2 34 class, 
trotters and pacers, 2400. 

Entries close July 30. Entrance fee 74 per cent. Ameri- 
can Trotting Association Rules to govern. 

Races in harness, mile heats, best three in five. Money 
divided £0, 25, 15 and 10 per cent. Horses eligible May 23, 
1891. The right to postpone reserved in account of 
weather or other causes. The right to change the order of 
any day’s programme. A horse distancing the field or any 
part thereof to receive first money only. Four to enter 
and three to start. All horses kept on the grounds will be 
charged 75c. per day for board. Admission to grounds 
50c., vehicles 50:., children 25c,, ladies free. Dufferin Park 
can be reached by Queen and Brockton, College and Dover 
court, and Bloor Street cars. J. 8. CHARLES, Prop., 


No. 882 Dufferin Street, Toronto. 
MAYBE 

YOU 

HAVE 

A BOY? 


PERHAPS YOU’RE PROUD OF HIM 


Then bring him to us. We will 
clothe hm with neatness and fash- 
ion FOR LITTLE MONEY. 


T. K. ROGERS 


522 Queen St. West 
Cor. Hackney Street 


Free 
2.32 clase 
230 
2.30 class trot 


purse #300. two mile race, 


TORONTO 


In order to contend successfully with |] 
the ravages of Cholera Infantum, the | 
most nutritious and suitable diet is indis- |} 
pensable. Nestic's Milk lood is recog. | 
nized by Physicians throughout the world | 
as the best diet for maintaining strength 
and checking the tendency to dysentery, 
“In the treatment of Chclera Infantum. 
This Food has stood the test of [ff 


If your little one is threatened with, 


i] or is now on. from any form of Summer Complaint, consult your physician about 


Nestlé’s Food. 


e will send sample sufficient for four meals to any mother mentioning 


Peter Street. Montreal, 


25 St 


NIGHT. 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


———PIANOFORTES 


SQUARE 


GRAND 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. 


UPRIGHT 


Our written guarantee — 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


- ff] 


Warerooms: 


King Street West, Toronto 


BUY THE 


Celebrated Lehigh Valley 


COAL 


FROM_THE 


ONTARIO 


GENERAL OFFICE : 


COAL CO. 


Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, Queen 


Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street an 


C. P. R’v 


PARISIAN STEAM LAUNDRY 


67 Adelaide Street West. 


Telephone 1127 


Goods called for and delivered to any part of the city. N.B.—Our patrons are re- 


quested not to 
iuitiale P. 


Parisian Laundry or otherwise. 


UR assortment of Boys’ Two 
and Three Piece Suits at 
present is at its very best. The 
styles are the newest, and the 
manner in which they are made 
is such that the most critical 
cannot help but be pleased. In 
addition to our stock of Tweed 
and Cloth Suits we have just 
opened out a magnificent lot of 
Linen and Nankeen Fancy Suits 
made in blouse waists and sailor 
styles. Our prices will be found 
reasonable. 


OAK HALL 


115, 117, 119, 121 King St. East 


Toronto 
W. RUTHERFORD 


Odd Definitions, 


_ Stability was recently defined as “ the ciean- 
ing up of a stable.” ‘*‘ What comes next to 
man in the scale of being?” inquired an ex- 
aminer, ‘‘ His shirt,” was the reply. Asked 
to ore the distinction, if any, between a fort 
and a fortress, a boy nicely defined them: “A 
fort is a place to put men in, and a fortress is 
a place to put women ip.” 

A teacher asked « very juvenile class which 
of them had ever seen a magnet. A sharp 
urchin at once said he had seen lots of them, 
‘* Where?” asked the teacher, surprised at his 
proficiency. ‘In the cheese,” Being asked 
what conscience was, a boy replied, “ An in- 
ward monitor.” Asked what a monitor meant, 
the ready answer was, *‘ An ironclad vessel.” 

An examiner was dealing with grammatical 
diminutives, and particularly with the force of 
the suffix sin—mannikin, a littie man,etc, On 
his asking the lads to give him a few examples 
of such “diminutives,” a number of eager 
hands were scon raised. 

The gentleman, much gratified at such a 
ready response to his question, pointed to one 


Manager 


ive their Laundry to any driver not wearing uniform Cap with the 
on, as we have no connection with other concerns styling themselves 


Yours truly, 
CHIERA AND VIER, Props 
J. A. ROLSTIN, Manager. 


» “With special features con 
tained in no other make, and 
improvements that are the 
result of thirty years’ experi- 
ence in the refrigerator busi- 
ness, in fact one that is unap- 


proachable in merit, call on 
us for the famous LHONARD 
CLEANABLE Refrigerator. 
Costs no more than cheap 
makes,” 


WE HAVE SOLD THE 


Leonard 
Cleanable 
Refrigerator 


FOR 


FIVE YEARS 


AND 


Guaranteed Satisfaction in Every Case 


HAL COLLINS @ C0. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St. West 


of the Jads for an answer. 
“ Lambkin, a little lamb,” was the reply. 
“Very good, indeed,” said the examiner, and 
pointed to another lad. 
‘** Tomkin, a little Tom,” was the answer. 
' bi freheenn win ae Gombarned at this, 
ut finally acce t. He 
further lad, . Cen eee SS 
‘* Buskin, a little bus!” was the response. 
The examiner’s countenance fell. ‘“ Now, 
my lads,” he pleaded, “do take time before 
you speak. The last answer was altogether 
wrong.” And he pointed to a little fellow be- 
hind, who had been trying to attract his atten- 
tion, ‘‘ Well, you, my lad?” 
* Pumpkin, sir, a little pump!” 


His Sarcasm, 


At a fashionable gathering a gentleman 
made several attempts to start the conversa- 
tion, but owing to the stupidity of those pres- 
ent he failed completely. After a nful 
pause he finally remarked: ‘‘ Now let us be 
silent on some other subject.” 





